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PREFACE. 


Every  piece  in  this  book  has  been  selected  with  special  reference  to  the 
Prayer  Meeting,  the  Revival,  the  Sunday-School,  and  Young  People's  Meet- 
ings. It  contains  a  very  large  number  of  splendid  new  and  singable  pieces, 
and  many  of  the  most  precious  and  popular  hymns  of  the  church  are  also 
found  within  its  pages.    No  church  nor  Sunday-School  can  make  a  mistake 

in  selecting  "  Praise  and  Promise."     It  will  win  a  large  circulation  by  its 
genuine  merit. 

J.  M.  BLACK. 
C.  C.  McCABE. 


NOTICE. 

Nearly  all  the  pieces  in  this  booic  are  copyrighted,  and  must  not  be  reprinted  in  any 
form,  or  for  any  purpose  whatever,  without  the  written  permission  of  the  owners. 

THE  PUBLISHERS. 
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Iprafse  and  l^romise. 


No.  I. 


Walk  With  Me. 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 


J.  M.  Black. 


■Sir 


1.  Walk  with  me,  dear  Lord, with  me,      I   shall  then    so    hap  -  py  be; 

2.  Walk  with  me,  dear  Lord,  with  me.    For  the  way      I     can  -  not  see, 

3.  Walk  with  me,  dear  Lord, with  me,   Till    I    reach  the  nar-row  sea, 

-•- # •- — • — ri^- 


In    my  heart     a    rich  de  -  light  Shall   a  -  bide    by  day  and  night. 
And  the   per  -  ils    can -not    know     If  Thou  do     not  with  me    go. 
Till    I    cross  theswell-ing    tide    Stay  Thou  ev  -  er    by    my    side; 


Sis: 


-fs- 


iA 


Lead  me  gen  -  tly  by  the  hand  Thro'  the  drear  -  y  des  -  ert  land, 
I  must  cling  to  Thee  each  day  Lest  I  wan  -  der  from  the  way; 
Till     I     reach  the  shin- ing  strand  Lead  me  by    Thy  pierc-ed  hand, 

I        ^ 


It: 


^i^t 


42- 


>^=K 


±±^ 


^    ^ 


42- 


:te: 


Rit. 

-- fv- 


-N-- 


?— -ll- 


=^P=1:- 


•5i- 


3 


H 


I  shall  e'er  be  safe  with  Thee, — Walk  with  me,  dear  Lord,  with  me. 
Keep  me,  Je-sus,  close  to  Thee:  Walk  Avith  me,  dear  Lord,  with  me. 
Till  in    glo  -  ry       I   shall   be,        Walk  with  me,  dear  Lord,  with  me. 


g# 


-S l-K 


-V- 
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Na2. 


Rev.  B.  F.  Clarkson. 


^i^ 


God  is  With  Mc. 


J — ^ 


J.  M.  Black. 


i 


4:^ 


--i^: 


-25(- 
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1 .  When  the  skies  are  clear  and  bright,  And  my  pathway  gleams  with  light; 

2.  In      my  struggles  for  the   right,      In    the  dark-ness    of    the  night, 

3.  In      my      ef-forts  to    be    true,    While  I  strive  His  will   to      do, 

4.  When  my  loved  ones  fade  and  die,     And    no  stars  are    in    the    sky, 

-^ • ^ 


aaS 


-z^ 


AVhen   the  gen  -  tie  breez  -  es  blow, 
When   the  tem-pests  rude- ly  blow. 
When, where du-ty  calls,    I    go. 
When  night  cov-ers    all     be  -  low, 

I  N 


God  is  with  me,  this  I   know. 

God  is  with  me,  this  I  know. 

God  is  with  me,  this  I  know. 

God  is  with  me,  this  I  know. 
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Choexts. 
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^F=f 


S 
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1/    1/    I     -^  -"  L/    1/    I  i      I      I      I      i;  ^  I 

This  I  know,         this  I  know,  God  is  with  me,  this  I  know, 

This  I  know,  this  I  know,  this  I  know, 

"       "  »— »— • •— l»-/-l P— F W- 


=^^*=!*=^ 
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For  His  promise  tells  me    so, 

I  ^ 


:t: 
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God     is  with  me,  this  I   know. 
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No,  3. 


Fve  Given  My  Heart  to  Jesus. 


Ida  L.  Reed. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


i 


-al — •-• 


1.  I've  giv-eu  my  heart  to     Je  -  sus,     My  life  to   Hisserv-ice     sweet, 

2.  I've  giv-eu  my  heart  to     Je  -  sus,     My  Saviour, my  Lord,  my     God; 

3.  I've  giv-eu  my  heart  to     Je  -  sus,    I'm  hap-py  my  King    to      own; 


-^      '                                                1  W 

My  strength  and  my  hope  I'll  dai  -  ly  Re  -  new  at  His  pre-cious  feet! 

His  foot-steps  I'll  try    to    fol  -  low  In  paths  He  for  me  hath  trod. 

My     la  -  bor  His  love  shall  sweeten.  My  soul  shall  be  His    a  -  lone. 


m 


r 


^  I 


tt 


*=|i=»=Ji: 


Chorus. 


u  r 


V^  i/       I  'k'      '1/      U 

I've  giv-en  my  heart  to  Je    -    sus,     And  He  shall  my  lead  -  er    be;. 
my  heart  to     Je-sus,  lead-er,   my  lead  - 


^    I 
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4-4- 
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X=i^ 
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-^-A- 
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W-'  S'    4    4 
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My  soul  shall  be    His  for  -  ev  -  er.     And  dai-ly  He'll  com-fort 
I           N 
*— ^ ^      P         * . 
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No.  4. 


The  Message  of  Salvation. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 


I 


E.  S.  Howard. 


^m^ 


^s=i 


-#-.     -0-  -0-.     -0- 

1.  There's  a    mes-sage  of      sal-va-tion,  Un  -  to      ev  -  'ry  tribe  and 

2.  Je  -  sus  says  "I'll  ne'er  tor  sake  you,  When  tempta  -  tions  o  -  ver- 

3.  When   to   Him     for  coun  -  sel  turn  -  ing,  With  our  lamps  all  trimmed  and 


na  -  tion,  It 
take  you,  I 
burn  -ing,  We 


^M=p= 


is  sent  from  heav'n, the  bless- ed  home  a  -  bove, 
A\  ill  keep  you,  I  will  guide  you  with  mine  eye," 
are    read  -  y    for      the  Bridegroom  as     we  wait, 


-15^ 


1»=ti: 


J^ot 


To  the  heav  -  y  la  -  den  call -ing,  Mid  the  shad- ows  dark -ly 
Till  life's  close  the  way  He'll  brighten.  All  your  path-way  He  will 
And  with  rap-ture   we  will  greet  Him.  When    at    last     His  own  shall 


a. 


5» 


t1r---|r 
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-r    r  ^ 


M — 


t=t: 


IKZZJC 


^      b 


S 


fall  -  ing, 
light- en, 
meet  Him 


'Come  to  me  and  rest,"  the  words  are  breathed  in  lore. 
Till  He  calls  you  home  to  glo  -  ry  by  and  by. 
Not    one    trust-ing  soul  shall  hear  the  words  "Too  late!" 
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The  Message  of  Salvation — Q>ncluded. 


pre    -    -    cious  life  He  gave  you,  Now  He    calls you,  will  you 

And  His  precious  Now  He  calls 


-4^- 


-^, 


*cizi=p-.^=:^3=fci: 


V— h      ,,    , , 
V— V* '^ — ^ 


Bit. 


:l 


^^i^^^ 


m —Gi' 

-m-     -»     -»-'  -»•    -m 


b         1^       ^         ^       I 

come?  In  His  heart  there  still     is  room. 

will    you  come?  there  still  is  room, 

-•-     -•-•  -#-  -•-     -•-•  -•■    -•-.  N    N    ^    ^   1 

t-t—        -t— .    H 1—        -*— .    +-     -to".  m  I        S      I        N     I 
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No.  5. 


The  Lord  Will  Provide. 


Rev.  A.  Wheaton. 


W.  H.  Lamb. 


^S 


ss 


^S 


•z^- 


-5*- 


:fi-i: 


:^ 


1.  Know  ye  not  the  grace  of  Je-sus;  How   for    us    He  left  His  throne, 

2.  Know  ye  not  the  joy  and  blessing  His  acknowledged  friends  receive, 

3.  Heaven's  blessings  rich,descending,Crown  with  joy  each  thankful  heart; 

4.  Pre -cious  is   the  Lord's  providing,  Sign     of    His    un  -  fail- iug  grace; 

-(22-                                         I                                                  -)B-     -(2-      #-     -^-                ^^. 
-0-rG> t-rfi' 0-r0—0 qg        \\'f^        i*"rL        ^    ^'^ 


=^4 
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1=F=t=it: 
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-s^ 


-^ 


:f-=t 


That  He  might  from  death  release  us.  And     a-dopt    us   as 
Rich  -  es,  hon -ors,  life,  pos-sess-ing.     If      to  Him   we  tru 
Je  -  sus'  love  and  peace  un-end-ing  Bless  each  one  who  tak 
Ev  -  er-more    in  Him  con  -  fid-ing.  Wait -ing  till     we  see 


His 

es  a 
His 


own? 
cleave? 
part, 
face. 
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No.  6. 

Katharine  E.  Purvis. 


Walk  Beside  Me. 


J.  M.  Black. 


3^f- 


-& — 


Az 


o 


-«— 


1.  Walk  be- side     me,    O     my  Sav-iour, While  life  smorniug   sky   is  bright; 

2.  When  the  noontide's  glowing  splendor  Brings  its  weight  of    toil  and  care, 

3.  When  the  twilight  shades,  descending,  Warn  my  soul  that  night  is   near, 


gft 


^^:=ii: 


■<5> 
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Ih-n 


-^- 


Grant  me  now 
May  Thy  love, 
With  the  hues 


-^\ 


-m-- 


-^^^ 


iv- 


Thy  lov  -  ing 
so  pure  and 
of    sun  -  set 


fa  -  vor,  Flood  my 

ten  -  der,    All   my 

blending,    Let  the 


path  with  heav'nly  light, 
heav  -  y  bur-dens  bear! 
light    of  heav'n  ap-pear. 


-| 1-: 


-»— 
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S^ 


5i — «|- 

I ^_i 1— 


-i^ 


Whether  good 
In        a  wea  ■ 
Thro' the  val  - 


a3^ 


c 


or     ill     be- 
ry  land,  pro- 
ley,  Sav-iour, 
.      ^..   .0- 


tide  me,  Whether  skies 
•vide  me  Shelt'riug  rock 
take  nie.  Close  my  eyes  w 


be  dark  or  clear, 
and  cool-ing  spring; 
hen  night  shall  come, 


^^=M. 


Ev  -  er  stay 
When  the  tern 
Then  bid    an  ■ 


^ 


so  close  be- side  me,  I  may  know  and  feel  Thee  near, 
pest  ra  -  ges, hide  me  Un-der-neath  Thy  fold  -  ed  wing, 
gel  voi  -  ces  wake  me,  Sweet-ly  singing,  "Welcome  home." 


^=^- 


-«-:-« — (^ 


-fc 


Chorus. 


r 


tp^^- 


-*-r 


-m-. — •H 


■2^ 


-^r-"-- 


Bless-ed  Sav-iour,  walk  with  me.    Take  a-  way    all    anx-ious  fear; 

-(22- 


:t 


-■G>- 


?= 
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\^       >     I 
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Walk  Beside  Me— G)nclude(l 
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¥■■ 


A— N- 


t: 


^^=^=i=. 


Ev  -  er  stay      so  close  be-side  me,      I    may  know  and  feel  Thee  near. 


^e 


^p=p»- 


^- 
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No.  7. 


Charles  Wesley. 
Chorus  by  H.  L.  G. 


The  Gospel  Feast. 


H.   L.   GiLMOUF. 


A— A- 


-N-^-A- 


-« — 0- 


i    4    d- 

■* — m — m- 


1.  Come,  sin-ners,  to   the    gos  -  pel  feast;   It      is   for  you,  it      is  forme; 

2.  Ye   need  not  one   be    left    be -hind;  It      is   for  you,  it      is  forme; 

-•-     -#-     -#-     -#-     -•-.  -•-. 


^— #- 


-P    P    P 


icztc 


-y- 


V-V- 
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Fine. 


r=r 


r=tj=j 


J: 
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^  ^ 


-d-  -d-' 


Let     ev- 'ry  soul  be     Je  -  sus' guest;  It      is    for  you,  it      is  forme. 
For  God  hath  bid-den   all  man-kind;   It      is    for  you,  it      is  for  me. 

-•-     -•-     -#-     -•-     -#-.  -•-. 

--I—      -F--1—      +--)—  ----I—       - 


^1 


:^=ii=ir 


*=]i^ 


-^— p- 


X>.  /S. — O   wea-i-y  wanderer,  come  and  see;     It     is  for  you,  it     is  for  me. 
Chorus.  I).  S. 


SSI 
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'&Ei 


-t+i 


-d — dr 


^=^ 


@^ 


Sal  -  va-tion  full,   sal  -  va-tion  free.  The  price  was  paid  on   Cal-va-ry; 

-0-  -0-       -0-     -0-     -•-•        -0-       -0-  -0-       -0- 

■  -P P-      ---^-^+-+-  ^--t--         -.+-+---. 


i^ 


i=^=Si: 


:^=t=ii: 


tt: 


:*:^: 


^1 


3  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call; 
The  invitation  is  to  all; 

4  Come,  all  the  world!  come,  sinner,  thou. 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

5  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed. 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest; 


10 


6  Ye  poor,and  maimed,and  halt,and  blind 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

Copyright,  i88g,  t)y  H 
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My  message  as  from  God  receive; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live; 

O  let  this  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  suffer  Him  to  die  in  vain. 

See  Him  set  forth  before  your  eyes, 
That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice; 

His  offered  benefits  embrace, 
And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 
L.  Gilmour. 


Na  8. 


Life,  Light  and  Love  in  Jesus. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


J.  M.  Black. 


^^^-j — i'^-^l -hx~t-^"-^-t- 

h-i — ^-  ^  -1 — n 

1.  Life,  light  and  love,  the    gifts  of  God  so  free,    For    Je -sus' sake  He 

2.  Now  with  my  Lord     I     walk  the  up-ward  way.  No  night   is  there,but 

3.  How  blest  the  hours  spen.t  at   the  mer-cy- seat,  To     learn  the  les  -  sons 

4.  Come  now  to  Christ,  your  Sav-iour  true  and  kind.  Yield  now  to  Him  your 


t:#: 


^— #- 


-#— ^ 


i: 


4=^ 


V    u 


4: 


J^^z-» 


-fv 


1^ 


4     eJ 


-&- 


gives  to  you  and  me;    And      in   His    ho  -    ly,  bless-  ed  Word  I  see 
clear  and  per-fect  day;  There  shines  for  me        a  bright  and  bless-ed  ray, - 
of       His  will  so  sweet.  And    find,  while  wait-ing  hum-bly  at    His  feet, 
spir  -  it,  soul  and  mind;  Trust-ing  His  grace  and   mer-cy,  you  shall  find 


-v^— b'- 


Chorus. 


J^-#- 


=!==t: 


d    m    ^ 


^<— •— ^— -fS-se-- 


Life,   light  and  love  in 


^ 


Je  -  sus. 


i^#— »— ^ 


Je-sus,  Je-sus,  singthe  glad  refrain, 


#  ■#- 


-ti2- 


•f -g-9 — ^ • V- 

t=^ri  I  !-r- 


V.— SH 


^     V     V     V 


-^- ^- 


3-:^ 


Je  -  sus      on   -    ly,     glo  -  ry  to   His  name!    Let     ev  -  'ry  heart  with 

.-»-.-#-        -•-.    -0-   -0-.    -0-  -f5i-  -9-        -#-.     «         _  _ 
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Life,  Light  and  Love  in  Jesus— Gsnclwded. 
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rap  -  tare  now   pro-claim ,    Li 


e,  'light  and  love     in        ,Je  -  sus. 
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No.  9. 


Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilot  Me. 


Edward  Hopper 


J.  E.  Gould. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav-iour,  pi  -  lot    me,       O  -  ver  life's  tem-pest-uous  sea; 

2.  As      a  moth  -  er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the    o  -cean  wild; 

3.  When  at  last      I    near  the  shore,  And    the  fear  -  ful  break -ers  roar 


^-f-^r 


A i- 1 — 


i 


4- 


I    1      1 


-M^K 


-a 


Un-known  waves  be-fore  me  roll,  Hid-ing  rocks  and  treach'rous shoal; 
Boist'rous  waves  o -bey  Thy  will  When  Thou  say 'st  to  them  "Be  still!" 
'Twixtmeand    the  peace-ful  rest,    Then, while  lean-ing    on    Thy  breast, 


^mm 


^ 


1 


^-^ 


-St 


-St 


Chart  and  com- pass  came  from  Thee;  Je- sus,  Sav-iour,  pi-  lot  me. 
Won-drous  Sov-reign  of  the  sea,  Je-sus,  Sav-iour,  pi-  lot  me. 
May       I    hear  Thee  say      to     me,  "Fear  not,    I      will   pi-  lot  thee." 


-(22- 


%-=it 


:P=P: 
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No.  JO. 


Trust,  Obey,  and  Pray. 


E.  A.  H. 

Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 

y  \'^h  '1. 

1                  ■                  I 
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1         1         III            1**^      i'^ 
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1          ^     1 
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a 

1.  In  yourSav-iour       a  -  bide,  walk  in   love  by   His  side,  Keep  your 

2.  In    the  strength  of  His  grace    run  the  heav  -  en  -  ly    race,  And  for- 

3.  As  you  jour  -  ney      a  -  long     let  your  cour-age  be  strong,  And  your 


-^-      H«-      #- 


^-^S=»=E»: 


^-  -^ 


t       I      I 
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5:^4: 


-F,^- 


=1: 


i=t 


■i=^SrTj:-^_gr— ^S-^*=* 


feet   in   the  beau-ti  -  ful,  heav -en  -  ly   way,  Then  no   ill  shall  be  -  tide 
get  not  to  watch  a-gainst  sin, and  to  pray;  Learn  His  will  from  the  Word 
faith  fixed  on  Jesus  each  step  of  the  way;  Have  His  love  in  your  heart, 

J^.     HiL     .^      J»-     -P- 


1c=fez=p: 


g 


n. 


^t^^^=^ 


:^=^: 


t 


^=|i: 


:^=^r=^; 


^    '^     I      1 


f 
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w 


'^-^ 


■251- 


-dr-dr 
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and  no  good  be  de  -  nied.  And  your  soul  will  be  hap-py  al  -  way. 
and  then  fol-low  the  Lord,  And  your  soul  will  be  hap-py  al  -  way. 
walk  from  e-vil     a  -  part,  And  your  soul  will  be  hap-py    al  -  way. 


-(SZ- 


#-  #-  -#-  ^- 


^^. 


V — V- 


:^=^=^±^ 


-V — b*- 


Chorus. 


#^ 


d==^= 


:::fl 


^ 


^^- 


3t^: 


f^if^^z^: 


Trust  in  the  Lord,  and  His  peace-giv-ing  Word,  And  from  Je-sus  you 
Trust  and  o-  bey,  and  for -get  not    to    pray,  And  your  [Omii.     .     . 

-«-  .0.      J^      ^      M.      .(2.  ^ 
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Copyright,  1900,  by  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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Used  by  per. 


Trust,  Obey,  and  Pray — Conchsde6* 


■^ 


£: 


n 


n 


^- 


tV  ^  i  ai  •  "  ■  I 


li 


^ 


m 


nev-er  will  stray; 


]  soul  will  be    hap-py    in    Je-sus    al-way. 


^    -ft- 


sss 


m 
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No.  U. 


We  Would  See  Jesus. 


F.  Mendelssohn.    Arr. 


:g^-_^ 


V     #^ 


1.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus — for    the  shadows  length-en        A  -  cross  this 

2.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus — the  great  Rock -foun-da-tion,  Where -on  our 

3.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus — oth  -  er  lights  are  pal  -  ing,  Which  for  long 

4.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus— this    is     all  we're  need-ing, Strength,  joy, and 


Hrfc4 


£: 


422-. 


-h2- 


:^tt 


±Sz 


■7^- 


=t 


izsi: 


=t 


-•-tr#- 


-s>- 


-&    -& 


lit  -  tie  land-scape  of  our  life;  We  would  see  Je  -  sus,  our  weak 
feet  were  set  with  sov'reign  grace;  Not  life,  nor  death,  with  all  their 
years  we  have  re-joiced  to  see;  The  bless-ings  of  our  pil-grim- 
will  -  ing-ness,  come  with  the  sight;  We  would  see    Je  -  sus,   dy  -  ing, 

:& # r-» • •-= i 


:£ 


fcfciiS 
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-^- 
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-15^ 
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^5ESE^ 
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-^ 


-s^ 


5-^6>- 


^6^ 


faith  to  strength-en  For     the   last   wea  -  ri  -  ness — the  fi  -  nal  strife, 

ag    -  i   -   ta  -  tion,  Can  thence  re  -  move   us,     if     we    see  His  face, 

age    are    fail  -  ing;  We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  we   go    to   Thee, 

ris  -   en,  plead -ing;  Then    wel-come,  day!  and  fare-well,  mor-tal  nighti 

♦ S  r-^ ^i-^^2 1        g     il^: •^^ 9 — #^-# 
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No.  J2. 


Into  His  Image. 


E.  R.  Latta. 


Wm.    J.    KiRKPATRICK. 


I 


& 


■ii N- 


:^:t^ 


ii: 


m 


-^  -^  -&  -•  ^:> 

1 .  In  -  to    His  im  -  age  to  grow,  Ev  -  er  my   pur-pose  shall  be, 

2.  In  -  to    His  im  -  age  to  grow,  Ev  -  er  re-sem-bling  Him  more, 

3.  In  -  to    His  im  -  age  to  grow,  Out    of  the   like-ness   of     sin; 


-j^^      N- 


i 


:t= 


1i=ti: 


-=5— » 


fci: 


-V — t/ — t^— ^^|»q 


^ 


^n 


;i|=z^ 


^-A 


Who  from  the  courts  of  the  sky  Came  as  a      ran-som   for 

As       in    His  foot-steps  I  tread,  Seek-ing  the  heav-en  -  ly 

Trusting,  thro'  mer-its    of  His,  Glo  -  ry  e  -  ter  -  nal    to 

^    ^    ^    ^ 


me: 
shore: 


m. 


Like  as      a     serv-ant   He     came,     Bear-ing  my  guilt  and  my  shame, 
Yea,   I     will  ear-nest -ly      plead.   Plead  to     be  like  Him  in -deed, 
Per -feet  in  faith  and  in      love.      Meet  for   His  kingdom    a-bove: 

5-»-     -f-     -»-  ■^-'^-^ 


?*-^ 


'^^^- 


fi£ 


Bear-ing  my  bur-den  of  woe;  Lov-ing  and  suf-fer-ing  so! 
Who,  up -on  Cal-va-ry's  tree,  Purchased  sal-va-tion  for  me. 
This  the  dear  wish  of    my     soul.      Now   to  be    per-fect-ly      whole. 


iK 


+h 


f^ 


By  per.  John  J.  Hood,  owner  of  copyright. 
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-5^— U- 


Chorus. 


Into  His  Image — Concluded. 

N     K     N     S    N     I  I  ^ ^    N 


Lov    -      -     ing  and  suflfering  so,        Lov    -     -     ing  and  suflfering 

Loving,  yes,  loving  and  suf-fer-iug  so,       Loving,  yes,  loving  und  suf-fer-ing 

-^  ■#-  -^  -^  -#-  -«-  -^•-*--#-  -•-        -^  -^-  -#-  -#-  -^-  -^  -^.-#--^- 
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I^-b- 
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U     kX     1/     1/     b'     1/ 
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so: 

so! 


-F^-^ 


^--^ 


Si 


^-fv 


-A— h' 


J=S=* 
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Bearing  my  burden  of    woe, Loving  and  suftering  so! 

Bear    -     .     -    ing  ray  bur-den  of  woe,    Lov-ing  and  suf-fer-ing, suf-fer-ing  sol 


•■ -\ H- 
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No.  J3. 


I  will  Follow  Jesus. 


Arranged. 


^- 


m 
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;fei=*: 
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il-T- 


-A— N 


-•-  -&- 


-•-.  -if- 

I  ,  I  ,  k' 

W*  k^ 

1.  I    can  hear  my  SaV-iour  call-ing,     I     can  hear  my  Sav-iourcall-ing, 

2.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar-den,  I'll    go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar-den, 

3.  I'llgo  with  Him  thro'  thejudgment.I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  judgment, 

4.  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry,     He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry, 

-•-       ^  M    .  .       -0- 


Cho. — Where,  He,  leads  me  I  will  fol-low,  Where  He  leads  me  I      will  fol-low, 


Ad  lib. 


D.  C.  for  Choncs. 
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:v—i: 


-*!     d    1 


#—3^ 


-^3^ 


7*- 
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-A— «- 


^±^^ 


,  --.-.,-  .0.,   .g.  .0-.    -0-.    .0.  .^-, 

I  can  hear  my  Saviour  calling,  "Take  thy  cross,  and  follow, follow  me." 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  garden,  I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  thejudgment,  I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 
He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry.  And  go  with  me,  with  me  all  the  way. 


m 


igl 


-n-T 


-h K — h h- 


Where  He  leads  me  I  will  fol-low;  Til  go  with  Him,with  Him  all  the  way. 

(15) 


No.  J4. 


The  Cross  is  Not  Greater. 


B.  B. 


Ballington  Booth. 


May  be  sung  as  a  Solo  and  Chorus. 


r-i^-p- 


-0~ 

-0T- 


r 

1.  The  cross  that  He  gave  may  be  heavy,    But  it  ne'er  out-vreighs  His  grace; 

2.  The  thorns  iu  my  path  are  not  sharper  Than  composed  His  crown  for  me ; 

3.  The  light  of  His  love  shiueth  brighter,  As  it    falls  on  paths  of     vroe; 

4.  His    will     I  have  joy    in  ful-fill-ing,      As  I'm  walk-ing  in  His  sight; 


-•— ^ 


1(1 — ^_>_>iizii=^: 
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-V— ^ 


^•— P--^— ^— #- 


:^=r    I     i— i-- 


t'-'r 


t 


^ 
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P-#- 


i&lS 


The  storm  that  I  feared  may  surround  me,  But  it    ne'er  excludes  His  face. 
The    cup  that  I  drink, not  more  bit-ter   Than  He  drank  at  Geth-sem-a-ne. 
The    toil     of  my  work  groweth  light-er,    As    I    stoop    to  raise  the  low. 
My      all     to  the  blood  I    am  bring-ing.  It    a  -  lone  can  keep  me  right. 


-^ — ^- 


-#— t. 


fi': 
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Chorus. 


t:p=^ 


lif: 


\-i  p  y 


The  cross     is    not  great  -  er  than  His  grace, 
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The  storm  can  -  not 
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t:=±t: 
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p^^^i^ 


hide  His  bless-ed    face; 
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am     sat  -  is  -  fied 
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to    know 
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Used  by  per.  of  Ballington  Booth, 'Owner  of  copyright. 
(16) 


The  Cross  is  Not  Greater — Concluded. 
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— « — • — b*      -       ■  -        - 

That  with  Je  -  sus  here  be  -  low,      I    can    con  -  quer    ev  -  'ry 

■f-  *  ^  f  f  .    .     -    .    .     . 
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Na  J  5. 


No,  Not  OncI 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman. 

Slowly,  and  with  great  feeling. 


Geo.  C.  Hugg. 


ft 


?t=i|: 


S     d 


1.  There's  not  a  friend  like  the  low-ly    Je-sus,    No,  not  one 

2.  No  friend  like  Him  is     so  high  and  ho  -  Ij',    No,  not  one 

3.  There's  not  an  hour  that  He  is   not  near  us.    No,  not  one 

4.  Did  ev-er  saint  find  this  friend  for-sake  him?  No,  not  one 

5.  Was  e'er  a  gift  like  the  Sav-iour  giv-en?   No,  not  one 

-•-   -#-.  ^_      ^^  ^   \\    ^-  ^  ^ 


no,  not 
no,  not 
no,  not 
no,  not 
no,  not 


one! 
one! 
one! 
one! 
one! 
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=fe=t=^ 


Fine. 


^ 
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no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 
no,  not  one! 
-•-     -      - 


>F^ 


[J  I  -W-.  -m-  -,-  -w-  ,  :•- 
None  else  could  heal  all  our  soul's  dis-eas-es,  No,  not  one 
And  yet  no  friend  is  so  meek  and  low-ly,  No,  not  one 
No  night  so  dark  but  His  love  can  cheer  us.  No,  not  one 
Or  sin-ner  find  that  He  would  not  take  him?  No,  not  one 
Will  He    re  -  fuse  us     a  home  in   heav-  en?   No,  not  one 

•-     -•  .    -^         N^  \       ^      ^-    ^    ^- 
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^^ 
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^=*=ji 
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^ 


D.S.-I'here''snotafriendlikethelow'ly    Je-sus,     No,  not  one!   no,  not  one! 


Chokus. 


D.  S. 


Je-sus  knows  all  a-bout  our  struggles.  He  will  guide  till  the  day  is  done; 


m 


fH^e 
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-»-^»--» — m- 
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-4=2- 


P.  P.-2. 


From  "Heaven's  Echo,"  by  per.  of  Geo.  C.  Hugg. 
(17) 


No.  J  6.       Let  the  Light  of  Heaven  Shine  In. 


E.  A.  H. 


Rev.  Elisha  a.  Hoffman. 


:4zj^ 


^^f^m^ 


zz*- 


irms^ 


^-^ 


When  you  are  dis-cour  -  aged,  and  the  way  seems  long,  Brighten    it    with 

Flowers  bloom  in  beau  -  ty      all      a  -long  the  way,     Rob- ins  sing  their 

If   your  heart  is  long  -  ing     to     be  filled  with  cheer,  Up-ward  look,  for 


ifc 


it 


-:?r 


rzj=3t^ 


e-i: 


n^T^^ 


^m^^ 


t-^ 


cheer 
mer  - 
joy 


and 


r 

;on 
lay 
ne£ 

J 


song; 

lay; 

near; 


Look  to  God  for  com  -  fort     as   you  walk  a  -  long. 

Would  you  be    as  full      of      joy  and  song  as  they? 

Ban  -  ish  all  your  doubting,   ban  -  ish  all  your  fear, 


Choeus. 


-K~^- 


■?:t^ 


^t 


-» — «- 


Let  the  light  of  heav'n  shine  in. 
Let  the  light  of  heav'n  shine  in. 
Let  the  light  of  heav'n  shine  in. 


¥ 


=1== 


P-rfl 


Let  the  light  of  heav'n  shine  in, 

shine  in, 

-fL  -^..  M-  -m.  Ill 
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-Tsi- 


-^— ^ 
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Let  the  light  of  heav'n  shine  in; 

shine  in; 

-0-         -^        -^      ■*- 
0^—0 0—-0 0 h 


Clear  a  -  way  the  shad  -  ows 

-= — • — #  •  ■■»  fU 0— 
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Copyright,  1900,  by  J.  M.  Black. 
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Let  the  Light  of  Heaven  Shine  In — Concluded* 


i^ 


§ 


-zi- 


from    the  heart    of     sin,      Let      the  light    of  heav'n  shine      in. 
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Na  17. 


To  Thee  I  Come. 


Words  arranged. 

t 
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J.  E.  Gould. 

1 
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Cf 

1.  Je  -  sus,    I    come     to    Thee    for  light;  Re  -  store     to 

2.  Je  -  sus,    I    come  —  I      can  -  not    stay  From  Thee    an  - 

3.  Je  -  sus,   I    come— "just  as       I      am,"  To     Thee,  the 

-^ P- 


fe9=1^=f— p — ^- 


me 
oth   - 
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my 
er 
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-st- 
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-^a-^ 


blind  -  ed     sight,    And    from      my      soul      dis  -  pel  the    night — 

pre   -   cious    day;        I      would    Thy    word      at   once  o    -    bey — 

spot  -   less  Lamb;  Thou  wilt      my    troub  -led  spir  -    it      calm — 

Ki 


K^ 
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-^2- 


-(2- 
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•25( 


-^d- 


3*372^ 


(5'— (5- 


Je  -  sus,   to   Thee      I        come!         Je  -  sus,  to  Thee      I       come! 
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No.  I8» 


My  Saviour^s  Voice. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


J.  M.  Black. 


ste: 


^  ,  '*.^ — h* 1 ^  — d ^ — • *■ 


-\-  — N — \ — ^ 


My  Saviour's  voice  is  sweet  to  me,    I   love  to  hear  it  more  and  more; 

To  Him  whene'er  I,  grieving,  go,  And  tell  the  troubles  of  the   day, 
When   at  the  throne  in  prayer  I  kneel.  And  seek  to  find  from  sin  re-lease, 
New  pow'r  and  life  His  words  impart,  And  cleanse  from  ev'ry  stain  of  sin; 

Oh,     lis-  ten  to  that  Voice  divine,  And  yield  to  His  persuasive  love; 

-•--*-        .  -•-  u  I  -  - .   ^  ^  ^  ^  ^     -•-  ^  i 
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f       w         p. 

I 

He  speak -eth,  low  and   ten-der-ly,Sweetwordsof  comfort  o'er  ando'er. 
He  speaks  in    ac-  cents  soft  and  low,  And  all  my  tears  are  wiped  a-way. 
What  joy  un-speak-a  -  ble     I    feel  When  Jesus  whispers  "Go  in  peace. 
They  till  with  light  the  darkened  heart  Thatlets  the  Holy  Spir-it      in. 
So  shall  His  peace  and  joy  be  thine,  And  counlless  blessings  from  above. 
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:t=t: 
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Chokus. 
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-A— N— N— 
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75i- 


r^^ 


■sr 


I  U'      U      l> 

He  speaks,  and,  list'ning  to  His  voice,  Sweet  peace  doth  all  my  spirit  fill; 

Hegently  speaks  tome,    and,   list'ning  to  His  voice, 

-#-  -#-  -•-  -•-  ■^. 
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And  in   Hisgood-ness  I  rejoice,  When  He  doth  whisper  "Peace,  be  still." 
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Copyright,  igoo,  by  J.  M.  Black. 
(20) 


No.  J  9. 


Be  Not  Ashamed  of  Jesus. 


Eva  Schlottman. 


1.  Be  not  ashamed  of     Je  -  sus,  Tho'  others  may  fear  and     flee; 

2.  Be  not  ashamed  of     Je  -  sus,  Thy  Saviour  and  tru  -  est      Friend; 

3.  Be  not  ashamed  of     Je  -  sus,  The  King  who  at  last  shall   reign ; 
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t?=li:iii^z:p=:^: 
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^•-^ 
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-g-JN- 


^-ss*- 


When  thou  wast  poor  and  need  -  y  He  was  not  ashamed  of  thee. 
He  will  not  chide  nor  fail  thee, — On  Him  you  can  always  de-pend. 
He,  for  thy  soul's  sal- va    -    tion,  Has  suffered  the  world's  dis-dain. 
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Chorus. 
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Be  not  ashamed  of     Je-sus,Whosegoodnessno  words  can  tell; 
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Be  not  ashamed,  ashamed  of  Him  Who  loveth  thy  soul  so    well. 


i: 


i 


:^=i: 


& 


-42- 


:l=t 
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Na  20. 


The  Vale  of  Content. 


E.  A.  H. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  There's  a    vale 

2.  I       was  long 

3.  I        am    rest  - 

4.  Tho'    the  days 

of     con  -  tent 
years    a      stran 
ful     and  calm 
may  seem    ill, 

and 
-  ger 
what 
and 

-•- 

of   heav  -  en  -  ly  peace,  Where 
to  peace  and  con-tent,  And 
-  so  -  ev  -  er     be -fall.  Con - 
e  -  vents  may  go  wrong,  My 
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those  who  love  Je  -  sus  a  -  bide,  Where  the  friends  of  the  Lord  share  His 
lived  in  the  dark-ness  and  night.  But  have  found  at  the  last  in  this 
tent  in  each  troub-le  and  care;  Christ  may  lead  in  -to  sor  -  row  and 
soul    has   re- pose    in    the  Lord;   He  makes  all    work  to  -  geth  -  er     on 

M • • ^ m m — . « -m j j j j 1, €- 
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D.  S.^pres-ence  of  Christ  makes  it 

Fine. 
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fel  -  low-ship  sweet.  And        liu   -    ger       in      joy  by  His  side, 

beau  -  ti  -  ful   vale  A  life        of       un  -  end   -  ing  de  -  light, 

tri    -    al    and  pain.  His  love    cheers  my   heart  e   -  ven  there, 

earth  for   my  good;  So  says      His      in    -   fal    -  li  -  ble  Word. 


m 
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heav  -  en     to   me,    And  I'm  hap  -  py     in    Him    night  and  day. 
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Chorus. 
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vale 
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The  Vale  of  Content— ConcIodecL 
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life      now 


sun  -   shine  al 


way, 


For     the 
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Robert  Grant. 


Oh^  Worship  the  King. 


:!=}: 


F.  J.  Haydn. 
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1.  Oh,  worship  the  King  all  -  glo-rious  a  -  bove.    And  gratefully 

2.  Oh,   tell   of  His  might,  and  sing  of  His  grace.  Whose  robe  is  the 

3.  Thy  boun-ti  -  ful  care  what  tongue  can  re-cite?    It  breathes  in  the 

4.  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  fee-ble  as    frail.    In    Thee  do  we 
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-• — 0- 


sing 
light, 
air, 
trust, 
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His     won-der-ful  love;  Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  An-cientof  Days, 
whose  can  -  o-py, space;  His  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder-clouds  form, 
it      shines  in  the  light.  It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain, 
nor    find  Thee  to  fail;  Thy  mercies  how  ten-der!  how  firm  to  the  end! 


^=^=^ 
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Pa  -    vil  -  ioned    in     splen-dor,    and        gird  -ed       with     praise. 


And  dark  is  His  path  on  the 
And  sweet  -  ly  dis  -  tills  in  the 
Our    Mak  -  er,      Do  -  fend  -  er,      Re 
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wings  of 
dew  and 
deem-er, 
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the      storm. 

the      rain. 

and     Friend. 
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Jesus  is  Precious. 


Grant  Colfax  Tullar. 


I.  H.  Meredith. 
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1.  Peace  like  a  riv-er       is  flooding  my  soul,  Since  Christ, my  Saviour, 

2.  Joy     is     abounding — my  heart  gaily    sings,   Cleave  I  the  heavens — 

3.  O    precious  Je-sus,  how  love-ly  Thou  art!     Come,  and,  a-bid-ing, 

-9-^-i5>~>5> — •—(-•■      -  -  -    - 
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mak  -  eth  me  whole;  Sweet  peace  a-bid-ing  my  por-tion  shall  be — 
mount  up  on  wings;  Christ  hath  ex-alt-ed — my  soul  He  set  free — 
rule     in  my   heart;   Break  ev- 'ry  fet-ter — Thy  face  let  me    see, 


Ug— •-;! 
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Chorus. 


— I <^ — •-•H-?^-i 1 1 hS 
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Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-iour,  is  pre-cious  to    me. 

Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-iour,  is   pre-cious  to    me. 

Then  Thou  shalt  ev-er      be  pre-cious  to    me. 


Pre 


Precious  to 


cious  to 


me 

precious  to 


me, 

-f5>- 


pre     -      -      -     cious  to      me, 

Je  -  sus,    my    Sav-iour,    is       pre-cious   to      me, 
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Je    -    -    sus  shall  ev-er be  pre    -     cious    to    me 

Je- sus,  ray  Sav- lour,  ev-er  shall  be     so    precious  to  me,    so  precious  to  me 
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No.  23. 


I  Give  My  Heart  to  Thee* 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


W.  II.  DOANE. 


m^. 


^E^ 


1.  I  give  my  heart  to  Thee,  O  bless-ed  Sav  -  iour,  Heav-y  and 
3.  I  give  my  heart  to  Thee,  O  Lord,  for- ev  -  er,  Wea-ry  with 
3.    I    give  my   heart   to  Thee,  O    Je-sus,  take       it.  Cleanse  it  from 
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bur-dened  with  its  load  of  sin; 
striv-ings,  filled  with  anx-ious  care; 
sin,    Thy    pre -cious  blood  ap  -   ply; 

if— ^- 


3^ 


Smile  Thou  up  -  on      me 

Help      me    to    cling    to 

Grant    that  Thy  Spir  -  it's 
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give  me. 
Lord,  my 
serve     Thee 
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with  Thy  lov  -  ing  fa  -  vor.  Hear  and  for  - 
Thee  with  new  en  -  deav  -  or,  Help  me,  dear 
pow'r  may  melt    and  break        it.      Teach       it        to 
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make  me  pure  with  -  in. 

dai -  ly  cross    to      bear 

while  the  days     go       by. 
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O     take  my    heart, 
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Sav-iour  Di  - 
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;ne:       Guard     it  from     e 
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-  vil,     Make      it    whol  -  ly    Thine. 
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No.  24. 


Beautiful  Land  of  Song. 


Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 
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J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  There's  a  joy  that  brightens  ev'ry  earth -ly      day,  While  we  work  for 

2.  Reach  a  helping  hand  to  those  who  faint  and  die;  Strike    a    blow  for 

3.  When  our  earthly  tri  -  als  and  our  con  -  flicts  cease,  When  we  find    the 
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Je  -   sus  with     a    cour -age  strong; 'Tis  the  blest  reward  that  fad-eth 
vie  -fry    o   -    ver  sin    and  wrong;  Win  a  soul  for  Je  -  sus,  and   a 
dear  ones  we  have  loved  so  long,  There' 11  be  crowns  of  glory,  there'll  be 
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Choeus. 
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not      a-way,  In  that  bright,  beautiful  land  of  song, 
home  on  high.  In  that  bright,beautiful  land  of  song,  j-  Sing  on  the  homeward 

joy  and  peace,  In  that  bright,  beautiful  land  of  song. 
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way, Sing  with  the  gath'ring  throng;  We  shall  find  the 

homeward  way,    Sing  with  the  gath'ring, gath'ring  throng, 
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Beautiful  Land  of  Song — Concluded. 
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cit  -  y    of     E_-  ter  -  nal  Day  In  that  bright,  beautiful  laud  of   song. 
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No.  25.  Thou  Thinkcst,  Lord,  of  Mc. 


E.    D.    MUND. 
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1.  A  -  mid  the  tri  -  als  which  I  meet,  A  -  mid  the  thorns  that  pierce  my  feet, 

2.  The  cares  of  life  come  thronging  fast,  Up-on   my  soul  their  shad -ows  cast; 

3.  Let  shadows  come,let  shadows  go,  Let  life  be  bright,  or  dark  with  woe, 

I    N  ^  I    I        _  _  _         ^ 
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One  thought  remains  su-preme-ly  sweet, Thou  tliinkest,  Lord,  of 

Their  gloom  reminds    my  heart  at    last,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 

I     am    con-tent,      for    this    I  kuow,Thou  thinkest.  Lord,  of 

-f-     -f-       -*-J   -0-     -#-     -#• 
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1c=tr 


me! 
me! 
me! 


i 


*=tc 


t=^- 


— r 

D.S. — Wliatneed  I  fear,  since  21iou  art  near,  And  thinkest,  Lord,  of      mef 


Chorus. 
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thinkest,  Lord, 

of 
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me.          Thou  t 

of  me, 
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linkest,  Lord, 
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No.  26. 


This  Great  Salvation. 


W.  B.  D. 


W.  B.  Drury. 


-^ — I — ^- 
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1.  How  great  the  sal-va-tion  that  saves  in  the  hour  When  doubt  and  temp- 

2.  How  great  the  sal-va-tion    that  saves  in  the  gloom  Of    val  -  ley  and 

3.  How  great  the  sal-va-tion      re-vealed  in  the  day    The  trumpet  shall 
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ta  -  tion  as -sail  with  great pow' r, When  tempests  a  -  rise,  and  dark 
shad  -  ow,  that  lights  up   the  tomb  With   glo  -  ry     im  -  mor  -  tal,  and 
sound  and  the  heav'ns  roll  a  -  way,  When  Christ  shall  descend   as     a 
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storms  sweep  the  soul,  And  bil-lows  of  grief  o'er  the  trembling  heart  roll ! 

shouts  o'er  the  grave   The  tri-umph  of  Je  -  sus,  the  niight-y      to  save! 

Conqu'ror  and  King,  When  we  shall  be  like  Him,, His  prais-es     to  sing! 
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Oh,  this     great, this  great  sal  -  va    -     tion,  Tell  its 

Oh,  this  great,  this  great  sal  •  va  -  tion, 


pow'r. 
Tell  its 


1^      i/ 

to   ev-'ry  na  -  tion.  Let  it    ring thro'  all  cre- 

pow'r  to  ev-'rv  iia-tion,  Let    it  ring 
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This  Gi-eat  Salvation — Concluded. 


a  -   tion,  Je  -  sus     saves, Oh,  great  sal  -  va  -  tion! 

thro'  all  ere  -  a-  tion,  Je-sus  saves, 
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No.  27. 


I  Surrender  AIL 


W.  Van  De  Venter. 

Duet. 


W.  S.  Weeden. 
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f  All  to  Je    sus     I 

\  I  will  ev  -  er    love 

J  All  to  Je  -  sns     I 
\  Worldly  pleasures  all 

(  All  to  Je  -  sus     I 

\  Let  me  feel  the   Ho 

I  ^  J     1     I 
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sur-ren-der,  All  to  Him  I  free-ly  give; 
and  trust  Him,  In    His  pres-ence  dai- ly   live. 

sur-ren-der,   Hum-bly  at    His  feet   I     bow; 

for -sa- ken,   Take  me,  Je-sus,  take  me  now. 

sur-ren-der.  Make  me, Saviour, wholly  Thine; 
-  ly  Spir  -  it,     Tru-lj'  know  that  Thou  art  mine. 
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Chorus. 


sur-ren-der     all, 

I  sur-ren-der  all, 

-#-  -•-  -*-  -•-  -#- 


sur-ren-der 


all; 
I  sur-ren-der  all; 
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to  Thee,  my  bless 
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lour, 
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ren-der    all. 
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4  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender. 

Lord,  I  give  myself  to  Thee; 

Fill  me  with  Thy  love  and  power, 

Let  Thy  blessing  fall  on  me. 


5  All  to  Jesus  I  surrender. 

Now  I  feel  the  sacred  Hame; 
Oh,  the  joy  of  full  salvation ! 
Glory,  glory,  to  His  name! 
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No.  28. 


My  Savior  First  of  All. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


j|=l|r=3t=lt:z<: 


^   l-H- 

— h-i-m- 


-A— -^- 


I S « « — • — I 

•     -0-      -0-  -0- 

1.  When  my  life-work  is   end  -  ed,  and    I  cross  the  swell-ing  tide,  When  the 

2.  Oh,  thesoul-thrill-ing  rap-ture  Avhen  I  view  His  bless-ed   face,  And  the 

3.  Oh,  the  dear  ones  in    glo  -  ry,  how  they  beck-on  me    to  come,  And  our 

4.  ,Thro'  the  gates  to    the  cit  -  y      in     a  robe   of  spot-less  white,  He  will 
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bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see;  I  shall  know  my  Eedeemer  when  I 
lus-tre  of  His  kindly  beaming  eye ;  How  my  full  heart  will  praise  Him  for  the 
part-ing  at  the  riv  -  er    I    re -call;  To  the  sweet  vales  of  E-d en  they  will 
leadmewherenotears  will  ever  fall;  In  the  glad  song  of  a-ges    I    shall 

-•- 
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reach  the  oth  -  er  side,  And  His  smile  will  be  the  first  to  welcome  me. 
mer  -  cy,  love  and  grace,  That  prepares  for  me  a  man-sion  in  the  sky. 
sing  my  welcome  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Sav-iour  first  of  all. 
min-glewith   de-light;  But  I  long  to   meet  my  Sav-iour  first  of   all. 
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Chorus. 
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I  shall  know      Him,  I  shall  know  Him,  And  redeemed  by  His  side  I  shall  stand; 

I  shall  know  Him, 
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My  Savior  First  of  All — Concluded. 
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I  shall  know     Him,  I  shall  know  Him  By  tiie  print  of  the  nails  iu  His  hand. 
I  shall  know  Uiin, 
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No.  29.        The  Lord  Will  Go  Before  You. 


Lizzie  Akers. 

Slowly. 


J.  J.  Jennings. 
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The  Lord  hath  said  that  He  will  guide  And  ever  walk  close  by  our  side; 
We  need  not  shrink  nor  fearful  be,  Tho'  all  the  way  we  can  -not  see, 
So  step  by  step,  come  weal  or  woe,  We're  safe  because  He  loves  us  so; 
'Tis  ours  to  follow,  brave  and  true.  Until  the  riv  -  er's  brink  we  view, 
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But    bet-ter  still    for  falt'ring  feet. This  promise  comes  so  clear  and  sweet. 
For  just  a-head.  where'er  we  are,  There  shines  this  blessed  guiding  Star. 
And    in  our  wea  -  ry  waiting  time  The  promise  rings  with  sweetest  chime. 
And  then  with  rapture  we'll  behold  This  promise-bridgeof  heaven's  gold. 
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The  Lord  will  go      be  -  fore  you,  The  Lord  will  go      be  -  fore  you. 


SS33 


:?±=^: 


^=^zpi^^: 


-^i— ^ 


1 


-#-    -•-    -•-    -•-•     '  1/ 

The  Lord  will  go       be  -  fore    you.  His  prom  -  is  -  es    are 


sure. 
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Jesus  is  Always  the  Same. 


Mrs.  Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 

Duet.    Sop.  &  Tenob. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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sur  -  ance    our  hearts 
loved  ones  drift    far 
serve  Him  life's  jour 


de  -  pend;  Trust      in  the    love  that  can 

a  -  part;    But      there  is    balm     for  the 

ney  through ;  Though  all  else    fail      us.  we'll 
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find  it  true, 
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al  -  ways  the  same, 

al  -  ways  the  same, 

al  -  ways  the  same. 
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Chokus. 


Al  -  ways  the    same,         al  -  ways  the    same,   Friends  may  for-sake  us, 


Je-sus    is  always  the  same,      Al-ways  the  same, 


always  the  same, 
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Jesus  is  Always  the  Same— Concluded, 
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Life,  love  and  joy    may  fail,     But  Je-sus    is      al- ways  the    same. 
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No.  31. 

Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 
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A  Home  in  My  Heart  for  Jesus. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  There's  a  home  in  my  heart  for  Je-sus,  In  the  heart  He  has  deaused 

2.  There's  a  home  in  my  heart  for  J  e-sus,  There's  a  sympathy  rare  and 

3.  There's  a  home  in  my  heart  for  Je-sus,  And  He  whispers  that  all  is 
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■well; 
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'Tis  the  shrine  of  a  deep  de  -  vo  -  tion,  And  my  Saviour    a-bides  "within. 
There  are  days  of  divine  com-mun-ion,  When  His  presence  is  bliss  complete 
In  the  light  of  His  love  a  -  bid-ing,  There's  a  joy  that  no  words  can  tell. 
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Chorus. 
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There's  a  home  in  my  heart,  And  Je  -  sus  abides  with-in; 

There's  ii  home  in  my  heart,  a- bides  within; 
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He  will  al-ways  be     a  friend  to  me.  There's  a  home  in  my  heart  for  Him. 
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Since  I  Found  My  Saviour. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Life  wears  a    different    face  to     me,  Since  I  found  my  Sav-iour; 

2.  He  sought  me  in     His  wondrous  love,      So  I  found  my  Sav-iour; 

3.  The  pass-ing  clouds  may  in  -  ter- vene,  Since  I  found  my  Sav-iour; 

4.  A  strong  hand  kind-ly  holds  my  own,  Since  I  found  my  Sav-iour; 


^gii 


l±z4=^: 


n=:t- 


:t=:| 


^=^15= 


f=^^'^=^ 


i±te 


:til-: 


-#-i- 


Richmer-cy  at  the  cross  I  see,  My  dy-ing,  liv  -  ing  Sav-iour. 
He  brought  sal-va-tion  from  a  -  bove.  My  dear,  Al-might-y  Sav-iour. 
But  He  is  with  me,  tho'  un-seen,  My  ev  -  er-pres  -  ent  Sav-iour. 
It    leads  me  on  -  ward  to  the  throne.  Oh,  there  I'll  see  my  Sav-iour! 
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Golden  sunbeams  'round  me  play, 
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Je-sus  turns  my  night  to    day; 
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Heav  -  en  seems  not  far     a  -  way,    Since    I    found  my   Sav  -  iour. 
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No.  33. 

E.  A.  H. 


Jesus  is  Calling. 


Rev.  Elisha  a.  Hoffman. 
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1.  Je-sus    is  lov-ing-ly  calling  to  thee,  Call-ing  to  thee,  calling  to  thee; 

2.  Je-sus    is  patient-ly  waiting  for  thee,  Waitinglbr  thee,  waiting  lor  thee; 

3.  Je-sus   is  ten-der-ly  pleading  with  thee,  Pleading  with  thee,  pleading  with  thee, 

4.  Je-sus    is   earnestly  call-ing  to-day,   Calling  to-da^',    calling  to-day; 


"Come  with  thy  sor -row  and  sin  un  -  to  me."Je-sns   is  call-ing  to     thee. 
Of-  fers  His  grace  and  His  mer-cy     so  free,     Je-sus   is  waiting  for    thee. 
Come,  and  thy  Sav-iour  and  Friend  He  will  be,  Je-sus   is  pleading  wilh  Ihee. 
Love  Him,  and  serve  Him,  no  long-er  de  -  lay,  Je-sus   is  call-ing  to  -  day. 
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wait 
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ing,  "Comeun-to     me,  come  un  -  to    me," 
ing.     Waiting  for  thee,  wait -ing  for  thee, 
ing,     Pleading  with  thee,  pleading  with  thee, 
ing,    Call-ing     to  -  day,  call-ing     to  -  day. 


a? 


o 


a^a~g   ji: 


^zz^^^n^: 


V— ^ 


^=^: 


.Jf: 


-+-. — (- — »-= — I 


Call-ins  to  thee,  calling  to  ttiee, 

Waiting  for  thee,  waiting  for  thee, 

Pleading  with  thee,  pleading  with  thee, 

Call-ing   to-day,  call-ing  to  -  day, 


Je 
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call     -    -      ing,  Is  lov-ing-ly  calling  to     thee, 
wait   -     -      ing.  Is   patiently  Availing  for   thee, 
plead  -    -      ing.  Is  tender-ly  pleading  with  thee, 
call     -     -      ing,  Is  earnestly  calling  to  -  day. 
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Je-sus  is  calling,  is  ten-der- ly  calling, 
Je-sus  is  wailing,  is  pa-tient-ly  waiting, 
Je-sus  is  pleading,  is  tender -ly  pleading, 
Je>8U8  is    call-ing,  is    lov-ing-ly  call-ing, 

Copyright,  igoo,  by  J.  M.  Black. 
(35) 


1/     ^ 


No.  34. 


He  Saves  Me  To-day. 


John  Cennick. 


Music  and  Chorus  by  Dr.  S.  B.  Jackson. 


1.  Je-sus,   my  all,    to  heav'n  is  gone.  He  whom  I  fixed  my  hopes  up-on; 

2.  The  way  the  ho  -  ly  proph-ets  went,Theroad  that  leads  from  banishment, 

3.  Lo!  glad  I  come,  and  Thou, blest  Lamb, Sbalt  take  me  to  Thee  as    I    am; 

4.  Then  will  I   tell     to     sin-ners  round,  What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found; 
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His  track  I    see,  and   I'll    pur-sue  The  narrow  way  till  Him  I  view. 
The  King's  highway  of  ho  -  li  -  ness,  I'll    go,  for   all  His  paths  are  peace. 
Nothing   but  sin  have     I       to  give;  Nothing  but  love  shall  I     re-ceive. 
I'll  point  to  Thy   Ee-deem-ing  blood,  And  say,  "Behold  the  way  to  Grod." 
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1    can,      [      will,      I     do    be-lieve  in     Je-sus,  And   I   know   He 
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saves    me    to  -  day ! 


I'm  free!       I'm   free!     Oh, 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,      I       am    free! 
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He  Saves  Me  To-day — Concluded 

S      N      N 


— ^ — ' 1 1 ' 1 « 1 m — h* S mr -9-. — «|— ^ — ll 


glo  -  ry,    lial  -  le  -  lu -jali!  lie  has  Avashed  my    sins     all     a-  way! 


m 


^^: 


:t=t=t^ 


Szzbt^J 


No.  35. 


Guide  Me,  Great  Jehovah. 


William  Williams. 


Dr.  T.  Hastings. 
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Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Je  -  ho-vah,  Pilgrim  thro'  this  bar-ren  land; 

I   am  Aveak,  but  Thou  art  mighty;  Hold  me  with  Thy  pow'rful  hand: 

O-pen  now  the  crys-tal  fountain,  Whence  the  heal-ing  wa-ters  flow; 

Let   the   fier  -  y,  cloud -y     pil  -  lar,  Leatl  me  all  my  journey  thro' : 

When  I   tread  the  verge  of  Jor-dan,  Bid  my  anxious  fears  sub-side; 
Bear   me  thro'  the  swell-ing  cur-rent;  Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side: 
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Bread  of  heav  -  en, 
Strong  De  -  liv  -  'rer, 
Songs      of     prais  -   es 
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Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
I       will      ev    -  er    give  to        Thee. 
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No.  36.        Let  the  Dear  Saviour  Come  In. 


Martin. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  The   Sav-iour     is   standing  out-side  j^onr  heart's  door,  "Will  you  not 

2.  Oh,    why   so     uu-heed-ing     to    that    lov  -  ing    call?  Will  you  not 

3.  Oh,  why  should  you  fear  tho' the  whole  world  should  frown?Will  you  not 

4.  Take  Je  -  sus    for     pi  -  lot   o'er  life's  storm -y       sea;   Will  you  not 
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Him  come    in     just  now?       *^    Seek -ing  for      en  -  trance,  as 

Him  come    in     j  ust  now?    Re  -  ceive   and  con  -  fess  Him    thy 

Hira  come    in     just  now?  The   Sav-iour  is      wait -ing      to 

Him  come    in     just  now?  And  from    all  its      per  -  lis       be 
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oft  -   en       be  -  fore.     Will  you  not  let  Him  come  in?. 

Lord     be  -  fore    all —  Will  you  not  let  Him  come  in?, 

give     you      a     crown.  Will  you  not  let  Him  come  in?. 

ev  -   er  -  more  free —  Will  you  not  let  Him  come  in?. 
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Chorus. 
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Let  Him  come  in,   let  Him  come  in.  Let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in  just  now; 
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Let  the  Dear  Saviour  Come  In — Concluded. 


Let  Him  come  in,    let  Him  come  in,  Let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in. 
-•-     -•-     -•- 
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No.  37. 


Precious  Name. 


Mrs.  LvDiA  Baxter. 


W.   H.    DOANE. 


1.  Take  the  name  of  Je  •  sus  with  you,  Child  of  sor-row  and  of  woe — 

2.  Take  the  name  of  Je  -  sus  ev    -    er,      As   a  shield  from  ev'ry  snare; 

3.  Oh!    the  precious  name  of  Je  -  sus,  Howit  thrills  our  souls  with  joy; 

4.  At      the  name  of  Je  -  sus  how  -  ing,   Fall-ing  prostrate  at  His  feet. 
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it    Avill  joy  and  com-fort  give  you,    Take  it  then  where'er  you  go. 

If  temptations  round  you  gath-er, Breathe  that  ho  -  ly  name  in  prayer. 
When  His  lov-ing  arms  re-ceive  us,  And  His  songsour  tongues  employ. 
King  of  kings  in  heav'n  we'll  crown  Him,  When  our  journey  is  com-plete. 
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Precious  name,  O  how  sweet!         Hopeof  earth  and  Joy  of  heav'n;  Precious 

Precious  name,  O  how  sweet! 
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name,  O  how     sweet! Hopeof  earth  and  Joy  of  heav'n. 

Precious  name,  O  how  sweet,  how  sweet! 
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His  Arm  Will  Guide. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 


E.  S.  Howard. 


1.  The  struggle  here  seems  hard  and  long,    To  do  the  right  and  fight  the  -wrong; 

2.  The  world  can  nev  -  er  sat  -  is  -  fy ;  Its  wells  and  springs,  a-las !  run  dry ; 

3.  Here,  burden-bear-ers  we  must  be;  There,  better  days  we  all  shall  see; 

4.  The  Jordan  waves  we  do  not  fear,  For  Christ,  to  help  us,  will  be  near; 


But  soon  it  will      be     o  -  ver-past,  And  we  shall  be     in  heav'n  at  last. 
Be-yond  the  Jor  -  dan   is  our  home,  And  thither  soon  we   all  shall  come. 
Soon  thro'  thegates  of  death  we'll  go.  To  where  the  streams  immortal  flow. 
His  arm  will  guide,  thro"  Jordan's  tide.  In  safe-ty   to      the  oth  -  er  side. 
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His  arm  will  guide,  thro'  Jordan's  tide,  In  safe  -  ty   to     the     oth  -  er  side; 
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The  por-tals  past,  our  hearts  at  last    For  -  ev  -  er  shall    be    sat  -  is-  fied 
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Some  Sweet  Day. 


Arthur   W.  French. 
Modcrato. 


D.  B.  Towner. 
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1.  We  shall  reach  the  riv  -  er  side,     Some  sweet  day, 

2.  We  shall  pass    in -side  the  gate,    Some  sweet  day, 

3.  We  shall  meet  our  loved  and  own.  Some  sweet  day, 
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some  sweet  day; 
some  sweet  day ; 
some  sweet  day ; 
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We  shall  cross  the  storm-y    tide,     Some  sweet  day,      some  sweet  day; 

Peace  and  pi  en- ty     for     us    wait,    Some  sweet  day,      some  sweet  day; 

Gath'ring  round  the  great  white  throne,  Some  sweet  day,     some  sweet  day; 
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We  shall  press  the  sands  of  gold.  While  be  -  fore    our  eyes    un  -  fold 
We  shall  hear  the  wondrous  strain,  "Glo-ry     to    the  Lamb  that's  slain, 
By    the  tree     of   life     so  fair,       Joy  and   rap  -  ture  ev  -  'ry- where. 
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Heaven's  splendors,  yet  im  -  told, 
Christ  was  dead, but  lives  a  -  gain,"' 
Oh,     the  bliss     of     o  -  ver  there! 


Some  sweet  day. 
Some  sweet  day. 
Some  sweet  day, 


some  sweet  day. 
some  sweet  day. 
some  sweet  day. 
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No.  40. 


Sometime,  Somewhere. 


Robert  Browning. 


Charlie  D-  Tillman. 


1.  Un  -  an-swered  yet?  The  pray' rj'our  lips  have  plead-ed      In    ag  -  o - 

2.  Un  "  an-swered  yet?  Tho'  when  you  first  pre  -  sent  -  ed    This  one    pe  - 

3.  Un  -  an-swered  yet?  Nay,  do    not   say   un-grant-ed;  Per-haps  your 

4.  Un -an-swered  yet?  Faith  can- not   be     un  -  an-swered;  Her  feet  were 
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ny    of  heart  these  many  years?  Does  faith  be  -  gin     to  fail,    is  hope  de  - 
ti-tion   at    the  Father's  throne,  It  seemed  you  could  not  wait  the  time  of    . 
part   is    not   yet  whol-ly  done;    The  work  be-gan  when  first  your  pray'r  was 
firm- ly  plant- ed    on  the  Rock;     A  -  mid  the  wildest  storm    she  stands  un- 
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part  -  ing,  And  think  you   all     in  vain  those  fall-ing  tears?  Say  not   the 
ask  -  ing,    So     ur  -  gent  was  your  heart  to  make  it  known.  Tho'  years  have 
ut-tered,  And  God  will    fin  -  ish  what  He  has   be -gun.       If    you  will 
daunt-ed,   Nor  quails  be  -  fore  the  loud-est  thun-der  shock.  She  knows  Ora- 
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Father  hath  not  heard  your  pray'r  ;You  shall  have  your  desire,  sometime,some- 
passed  since  then,  do   not   despair;  The  Lord  will  answer  you,    sometime, some- 
keep  the    in-cense  burning  there,His  glo  -  ry  you  shall  see,    sometime, some- 
nip-  o-tence  has  heard  her  pray'r,  And  cries,  "It  shall  be  done,  "sometime,some- 
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Sometime,  Somewhere 
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-Concluded. 
Ad  lib. 
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wliere,  You   shall   have  your     de    -    sire,  some-time,  sonie-where. 

where.  The    Lord    will     an  -  swer      you,  some-time,  some-where. 

where.  His     glo  -   ry    you    shall       see,  some-time,  some-where. 

where,  And   cries,    "It    shall     be       done,"  some-time,  some-where. 
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No.  4J. 


Lord,  Fm  Coming  Home, 


w.J.K.    With  feeling. 


WlH.  J.  k'iRKPATRICK. 


I've 
I've 
I'm 
My 
My 
I 

J- 


wan-dered  far  a  -  way  from  God, 
wast  -  ed  man  -  y  pre  -  cious  years, 
tired  of  sin  and  stray-ing.  Lord, 
soul  is  sick,  my  heart  is  sore, 
on  -  ly  hope,  my  on  -  ly  plea, 
need    His  cleans-ing   blood,  I     know, 


0^ 


Now  I'm  com-ing 
Now  I'm  com-ing 
Now  I'm  com-ing 
Now  I'm  com-ing 
Now  I'm  com-ing 
Now  I'm  com-ing 


home; 
home; 
home; 
home; 
home; 
home; 
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The  paths  of  sin  too  long  I've  trod.  Lord,  I'm  com-ing  home 
I  now  re -pent  with  bit  -  ter  tears,  Lord,  I'm  com-ing  home 
I'll  ti'ust  Thy  love,  be  -  lieve  Thy  word,  Lord,  I'm  com-ing 
My  strength  re- new,  my  hope  re  -  store.  Lord,  I'm  com-ing 
That  Je  -  sus  died,  and  died  for  me,  Lord,  I'm  com-ing 
Oh,    wash    me  whit  -  er      than  the  snow,   Lord,  I'm  com-fng 


home, 
home, 
home, 
home. 


D.S.—O  -pen  wide  Thine  arms    of  love,  Lord,  Pm  coming  home. 
Chorus.  D.S. 
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No.  42. 


Talk  to  Me  of  Jesus. 


C.  H.  G. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Speak  to    me  more    oft   -  en       of      the  Sav-iour  and    His    love; 

2.  Tell      me    of  His    love      so  won-der-ful,     so  wide  and  deep; 

3.  Tell     me  hovvr  He  luished  the  tem  -  pest  by    His  "Peace,be  still;'' 

4.  Talk     to    me  a  -   bout    the  life     He    led     in    Gal  -  i   -   lee; 
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Keep  re-peat-ing  how  He  died,  His  love  for  me  to  prove; 
Tell  a -gain  the  sto  -  ry  of  the  Shepherd  and  His  sheep; 
Tell  a -gain  the  mean-ing  of  His  "Who- so  -  ev  -  er  will;" 
Of       the    bit-  ter      cup     He  drank  in   dark  Geth-sem  -a    -    ne; 
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Tell  me    of     the     man-sions  bright  pre-pared    in  heav'n  a  -    bove; 

Tell  me    of       a       Sav-iour    who  could  o    -   ver    sin  -  ners   weep; 

Tell  me  more     a  -  bout    the      law    He  would  that   I        ful  -  fil; 

Lead  me    all     the     way   from   Beth  -  le  -  hem      to    Cal  -  va   -    ry, — 
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Chorus. 
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Talk    to    me      more     a  -  bout     Je 


)lz^ 


ffi 


i5±=4 


E 


sus 

-(2- 


-<5^ 


More    and      more, 
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Talk  to  Me  of  Jesus — Concluded. 
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more  a-bout  the  Sav  -  iour,    Of       a     love     un  -  meas-ured     by 
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Tell  me  more  a  -  bout  the  Lord  who  died  for      me. 
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No.  43. 

Mrs.  Catharine  J.  Bonar. 


Jesus  is  Mine! 


T.  E.  Perkins.    By  per. 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy,     Je  -  sus  is 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul   a- way,     Je  -  sus.  is 

3.  Fare-well,  ye  dreams  of  night,  Je  -  sus  is 

4.  Fare-well,  mor-tal  -  i  -  ty,      Je  -  sus  is 


mine!  Break  ev    -  'ry 

mine!  Here  would   I 

mine!  Lost     in      this 

mine!  Wel-come,     e  - 


^^=tc 


it^^t: 
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ten-der    tie,  Je  -  sus  is  mine!  Dark    is     the  wil  -der-ness, 

ev  -  er    stay,  Je  -  sus  is  mine!  Per-  ish  -  ing  things  of    clay, 

dawning  light,  Je  -  sus  is  mine!  All    that  my  soul   has  tried 

ter-ni-ty,  Je  -sus  is  mine!  Wel-come,  O    loved  and  blest, 
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Earth  has  no  resting-place,  Je- sus  a-lone  can  bless,  Je  -sus 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  a-way ,  Je  -  sus 
Left  but  a  dis- mal  void,  Je-sns  has  sat- is  -  fied,  Je  -sus 
Welcome,  swe'^tscenes  of  rest,  Wei  come,  my  Saviour's  breast,  Je-sus 

-#-.  -#-  -#-  /—  1-^  N 
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is  mine! 

is  mine! 

is  mine! 

is  mine! 
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No.  44. 


My  Cup,  it  Runneth  O'er. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Foote,  D.  D. 


W.  Y.  Foote. 
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1.  Praise  to  my  Shepherd  King.Saviourdi -vine;   Glad  notes  of  joy  I  sing, 

2.  My  soul  is  now   restored  Thro'  Jesus'  pow'r,  My  great  triumphant  Lord 

3.  Here    is    a    ta  -  ble  spread,  Banquet  of  love;     Glad  oil  up -on  my  head, 

4.  My  days  are  shining  bright;Thro'  future  time  Each  added  hour  shall  be, 
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No    want   is  mine.     His  gifts,  a    full  sup  -  ply,  Garden  of    delight, 
Keeps  me  ev-  'ry  hour.   He  makes  His  rod  my    joy,     His  staff  so  dear! 
Poured  from  a-bove;    Foes  can-not  now  encroach,  Jesus  stands  on  guard, 
Lord,  wholly  Thine.  Thy  name,dear  Shepherd  King.Stamped  on  my  brow; 


m^i 


±: 


F=F=F=f 


^-^ 


m^ 


m^^ 


Chorus. 


Pastures  green,  water's  sheen.  Brighten  all  my  night. 

Paths  of  right,  always  bright,  Je-sus  ev-  er  near.  (  -^^  „  ^  ;*  „  ,„„Qtv,  ^■>^r. 
Vict'ry  won,heav'n  begun.  Love  its  own  re-ward,  r  ^^  cup,itrunnetno  er, 
In  Thee  I'll  dwell.Thy  love  I'll  tell,Sing  hallelujah  now ! 
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Je  -sus  fills  with  love;      Ful-ly  blest,  soul  at  rest.  Like  heav'n  above. 
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No.  45.  The  Duty  that  Calls  To-day. 


Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 


J.  M.  Black. 


^^^^^m^^^ 


1.  Somewhere  is  waiting  a  bless-ed  work  That  ou  -  ly  your  hand  can  do; 

2.  Du-ty  may  bring  you  to  heights  of  fame, Or  lead  to  some  lowly    vale; 

3.  Whether  you  toil  in  the  bus  -  y  world,  Or  brighten  some  humble  place, 

4.  Somewhere  is  waiting-oh,slight  it  not-The  work  that  you  best  can  do; 
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Work  that  the  Master  in  wisdom  planned,  And  placed  in  this  world  for  you. 

Ei-ther  will  3'ield  you  a   gold-en  crown ;  Then  never  despair  nor  fail. 

Blessed  the  work  of  the  Master  will  be,  And  rich  His  abundant  grace. 
Seek  thro'  the  pathway  of  faith  and  prayer  The  mission  God  meant  for  you. 


:«=* 


I  1i-   I 1 5 S- 


i 


:k=tc 


■tiirtr 


f 


1/^b 


Chorus. 


^    N 


1^:t=^ 


^ 


-« — «- 


-9—^ 


:i|=^: 


-^— ^— *- 


m&. 


Search  for  it,  find  it!  God's  ho-ly  work ;  It  nev  -  er    is  far     a  -  way; 
1  #-  ^- 
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Find  it  by  do-ing  with  heart  and  soul  The  du  -  ty  that  calls  to-day. 
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No.  46.  Saviour^  Come  In  To-day. 

Lizzie  De  Armond.  J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  Long  Thou  hast  wait  -  ed      out-side      of       my  heart,   Sav-iour,  come 

2.  Make  me       a    tem  -  pie      all    ho   -  ly       with-iu,       Sav-iour,  ccme 

3.  Come  and      il  -  lu  -  mine  my  soul  with   Thy  light,   Sav-iour,  come 


±z=:t=d 


in 
in 


m^ 
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to   -day;  Tho'  I  have  grieved  Thee,  O  do    not    de  -  part, 

to   -day;  Grant  me    for-give-ness  and  cleanse  me  from  sin, 

to  -  day;  Shine  on    my  darkness,  and  all  will    be  bright, 
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Saviour,come   in      to-day.  Wea-ry  of  sin,  heavy- laden,  oppressed, 

Saviour,come  in       to-day.  Come  in  and  teach  me  to  know  Thy  will; 

Saviour,  come   in       to-day.     Teach  me  Thypatience,and  help  me  to  know 


Seek  -  ing  Thymer-  cy  and  long -ing  for  rest;  En  -  ter  my 
Help  me  to  trust  in  Thy  love  and  be  still;  Guard  me,  and 
Some    of      the  joys     of      Thyheav-en       be -low;   More  and    more 
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heart  that    I     too   maybe    blest,     Sav-iour,  come  in       to-day. 

keep  me    se  -  cure  from  all     ill,         Sav-iour,  come  in       to-day. 

I      in   Thy  likeness  would  grow,  Sav-iour,  come  in       to-day. 


^>- 


^^ 


bfc 


-»-r 


J(Z- 


^_^_. 


Copyright,  lyoo,  by  J.  M.  Black. 
(48) 


Choeus. 


Saviour,  Come  In  To-day — G)ncluded. 


Saviour,  come  in, Saviour,  come  in ; . 

Saviour,  come  in, 


S;ivit)ur,  coiut!  in; 
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Long  Thou  bast  waited  outside  of  my  heart,Saviour,come  in  to  -  day. 
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No.  47.  I  Need  Thee  Every  Hour. 

Mrs.  Annie  E.  Hawks.  Rev.  Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  I  need  Thee  ev'ry  hour,  Most  gra-cious   Lord;  No  ten-der  voice  like 

2.  I  need  Thee  ev'ry  hour,  Stay  Thou  near    by;  Temptations  lose  their 

3.  I  need  Thee  ev'ry  hour,    In   joy      or     pain;  Come  quickly  and  a - 

4.  I  need  Thee  ev'ry  hour;  Teach  me  Thy    will;  And  Thy  rich  promis- 

5.  I  need  Thee  ev'ry  hour.  Most  Ho  -  ly     One;     O  make  me  Thine  in- 
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Thine  Can    peace  at  -  ford, 
pow'r  When  Thou  art  uigh. 
bide.     Or    life     is    vain, 
es      In     me      ful  -  fil. 
deed,  Thou  bless- ed    Son! 


I  need  Tbee,0  I  need  Thee,Ev-'ry  hour  I 
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need  Thee;  O   bless    me  now,  my  Sav-iour,     I       come     to    Thee. 


^ 


1 


P.  P.— 4. 


Copyright,  1872,  by  Robert  Lowry.     Used  by  per. 
(49) 


-f- 


No.  48. 


ni  Sing  of  His  Love. 


Ada   Blenkhorn. 


r..  S.  Howard. 
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1.  I'll   sing  of  the  matchless  and  won-der  -  ful  love,  Which  God,  in  His 

2.  Tho'  countless  the  sins  we  have  done  in   the  past,      In  Love's  mighty 

3.  How  shall  we  es  -  cape  from  the  sinner's  dark  fate,      If    we  should  neg- 
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Son,  hath  proclaimed  from    a  -  bove;    'Tis  high-er  than  heav-en,  more 
sea      ev   -  'ry    one     we     may  cast;       A  -  hove  them  a  -  bid  -  eth  the 
lect      a        sal  -  va  -  tion     so     great?     No  more  in    the  dark -n ess  of 
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deep  than  the  sea,  And  broa^l  as    the    u  -  ni-verse,  priceless  and  free, 
sin-cleans-ing  flood,  A-tone-ment  of    Je  -sus — His  own  precious  blood, 
sin     let     us   live,    But  come  to    the  Sav-iour  who  waits  to    for -give. 
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m  Sing  of  His  Love — Concluded, 

,N         N         ,N         N 


^ 


'^       1/       U       I 

won-der  -  ful     love; 'Tis  broad   as 

won  -der-  ful    love; 


the 


u   -    ni  -  verse, 


-t^ 


2^=^ 


i 
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price-less  and  free,    All  praise  to  the    Fa-ther     a  -  bove 

the     Fa  -  ther     a  -  bove. 

•     ••^  m     ^  -  ^^^l 
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No.  49. 


Take  Up  Thy  Cross. 


Charles  W    Everest. 


H.  C.  Zeuner. 
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St- 


i—  I    &^ 


■^     <l     TSizZj^ 


1.  "Take 

2.  Take 

3.  Take 

4.  Take 

5.  Take 


up  th}' 
up  thy 
up  thy 
up  thy 
up  thy 


cross,"theSavioursaid,  "If  thou  wouldstmy  disciple  be; 
cross;  let  not  its  weight  Fill  thy  weak  spirit  with  a  -  larm ; 
cross, nor  heed  the  shame;  Nor  let  thy  foolish  pride  re-  bel ; 
cross, then, in  His  strength,  And  calm-ly  ev-'ry  dan-ger  brave; 
cross, and  follow  Christ;  Nor  think  till  death  to  lay  it  down ; 


PiiE 


^  -F- 


i 


:^ 


iEE^ 


S=^ 


fc 
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De-ny  thy-self.  the  world  forsake,  And  humbly  follow  aft  -    er      me." 

His  strength  shall  bearthy  spirit  up, And  brace  thy  heart  and  nerve  thine  arm. 

Thy  Lord  for  thee  the  cross  endured, To  save  thy  soul  from  death  and  hell. 

'Twill  guide  thee  to  a  bet-ter  home,  And  lead  to  vict'ry.  o'er    the    grave. 

For  on- ly  he  who  bears  the  cross  May  hope  to  wear  the  glorious   crown. 


No.  50. 


Is  it  Well  With  Thy  Soul? 


Annie  L.  James. 


W.  D.  Howard. 


1.  Tho' joys  like  the  sun-shine  il  -  lu -mine  the  way,  And  lightly    thy 

2.  Say,  where  is  thy  ref-uge  for  years  that  shall  come  ?  And  what  of  thy 

3.  When  storms  of  af- flic -tion  around  thee  may  fall.  And  bil-lows  like 
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'w=r 
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iSSa 
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■& — ^ i- 
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care  may  dis  -  pel, 
faith  canst  thou  tell  ? 
mountains  may  roll, 


Is  Je  -  sus  thy  hope  and  thy  an  -chor  to  - 
O  where  is  thy  treasure,  thy  heart  and  thy 
O    hast  thou  a  trust  that  is  great-er    than 


Chorus. 


■'rr-r 


day?  Is    it  well  with  thy  soul,  is  it      well? 

home?  Is    it  well  with  thy  soul,  is  it      well? 

all?    Is    it  well  with  thy  soul,  is  it      well? 


Is  it  well. 


Is    it     well 
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with  thy  soul Is    it    well,  is   it  well  with  thy  soul? 

with  thy   eoul. 


m 


t=t 


fe=£^ 


f-r- 


-» — »- 


:p=p: 


t=i: 


-rr 


-r$'- 


^ 


Copyright,  1895,  by  W.  H.  Doane,  Used  by  per. 
(52) 


No.  5J.     At  Evening  Time  it  Shall  be  Light, 


Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 


J.  M.  Black. 


1.  When  soft  -  ly  fades  the  suu-set  light,  And  sombre  shadows  tell  of  night, 

2.  A-bove  the  clouds  the  stars  still  shine.  And  whisper  of  the  Hand  divine; 

3.  God's  love  has  left   its  might-y  trace  In  wondrous  deeds  of  saving  grace; 

-^     -r     ■#-  -#.    -p.  -^  ^. 
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Above  the  gloom  faith  sees  the  Lord,  And  dares  to  rest  upon  His  word. 
When  on  our  hearts  the  shadows  fall, We  know  God's  love  is  over  all. 
That  sa  -  cred  love  still  holds  the  pow'r  To  gild  with  light  life's  darkest  hour. 


1^=^— ^— k: 
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Chorus. 
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O    pre-cious  promise,  rich  reward,  Sing  hal  -  le-lu-j  ah,  bless  the  Lord! 

-^  ^  ^  ^  ^    . 
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Tho' sombre  shadows  tell    of  night,  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light. 
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Na  S2. 


Whiter  than  Snow. 


E.  R.  Latta. 

H.  S.  Perkins. 

lyJfLL.I       p,            f,         r.                     1 
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1.  Bless-ed  be  the  Foun-tain  of  blood,  To     a  world  of    sin-ners  re-vealed; 

2.  Thorn-y  was  the  crown  that  He  wore,  And  the  cross  His  bod  -  y  o'er-came; 

3.  Fa-ther,  I  have  wandered  from  Thee,  Oft-en  has  my  heart  gone  a-stray ; 


-251- 


Ifr^^ 


Bless-ed  be  the  dear  Son   ofGrod;     On  -  ly    by  His  stripes  we  are  healed. 
Grievous  were  the  sorrows  He  bore,    But  He  suf-fered  thus  not  in  vain. 
Crimson  do  my  sins  seem  to   me —  Wa-ter  can-not  wash  them  a -way. 
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^^^p^ 


-*-^- 
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Tho'  I'  ve  wandered  farfrom  His  fold,  Bringing  to  my  heart  pain  and  woe, 
May  I  to  that  Fountain  be  led,  Made  to  cleanse  my  sins  here  be-low; 
Je-sus,  to  that  Fountain  of    Thine,  Lean-ingon  Thy  promise  I    go; 

...  /^ 


&^. 
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^-^- 
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Wash  me  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  And 

Wash  me  in  the  blood  that  He  shed.  And 

Cleanse  me  by  Thy  washing  di-vine.    And 

11  .         -^* 


I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
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Whit      -      er  than  the  snow, whit      -      er  than  the  snow ; . . . 

Whiter  than  the  snow,    whiterthan  the  snow, whiter  than  the  snow, whiter  than  the; 
-•-•-•-•-•-         p  f  p  — 
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Whiter  than  Snow — G)nclucled. 


V  'J  f 
Wash  me  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,      And  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow 


of  the  Lamb, 


I       I 
>w. 
thau  snow. 
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No.  53, 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


A.    J.    GORUON. 
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1.  My       Je  -  sus,  I    love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine;  For  Thee  all  the 

2.  I        love  Thee  because  Thou  hast  first  lov-ed     me.     And  purchased  my 

3.  I  will  love  Thee  in     life,     I  will  love  Thee  in  death.  And  praise  Thee  as 

4.  In      mansions  of     glo  -  ry  and  end -less  de- light,    I'll    ev    -  er  a- 


-#-  ^     -4- 


-#-  -^- 
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fol     ■ 
par 
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lies  of  sin  1  re-sign;  My  gra-cious  Re  -  deem-er,  my 
don  on  Cal  -va-ry's  tree;  I  love  Thee  lor  wear-ing  the 
as  Thou  lend  -  est  me  breath ;  And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies 
Thee  in   hcav  -  en     so  bright;  I  11  sing  with  the  glit  -  ter-ing 


•L,- 
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t=^ 
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Sav-iour  art    Thou;  If 

thorns  on  Thy  Ijrow;  If 

cold  on  my    l)row,   If 

crown  on  my    brow.  If 


ev 
ev 
ev 
ev 
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loved  Thee,my 
loved  Thee,  my 
loved  Thee, my 
loved  Thee,my 
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now. 
now. 
now. 
now. 
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No.  54. 


The  Comforter  has  Come! 


Rev.  F.  Bottome,  D.  D. 


Jq=i^ 


Wm.  J.  KlHKPATRICK. 


^^^ 


3^ 


Oh,  spread  the  tid-ings   round,  wher  -  ev  -   er  man      is  found,  Wher- 

The   long,  long  night  is     past,     the    morn-ing  breaks  at      last;    And 

Be  -  hold   the  King  of  kings,  with   heal-ing      in     His  wings,  To 

O    bound-less  Love  di  -  vine!   how  shall  this  tongue  of     mine     To 

Sing,    till     the    ech-oes     fly        a  -   bove  the   vault- ed      sky,     And 
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*^-rr-i=f 


^^s 


^m 


jF=f 
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ev  -  er  human  hearts  and  hu-man  woes  a-bound;  Let    ev  -  'ry  Christian 
hushed  the  dreadful  wail  and  fu  -  ry      of  the  blast.    As    o'er    the  gold-en 
ev  - 'ry  captive  soul     a    full     deliv'rance  brings;  And  thro' the  va-cant 
wond'ring  mortals  tell  the  matchless  grace  divine — That  I,        a  child  of 
all  the  saints  a-bove  to    all      be  -  low  re  -  ply.      In  strains  of  end-less 


D.S.Holy  Ohostfrom  heav'n,  The  Father^s  promise  gWn;  Oh  spread  the  tidings 

Fine. 


d-F^S 


j=j: 
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tongue  pro-claim   the   joy-ful    sound;  The  Com-fort 

hills   the    day      ad  -van-ces      fast!     The  Com-fort 

cells  the    song     of    triumph  rings!    The  Com-fort 

sin,  should  in      His  im-age   shine?  The  Com-fort 

love,  the    song  that  ne'er  will   die:     The  Com-fort 


er  has  come! 

er  has  come! 

er  has  come! 

er  has  come! 

er  has  come! 


round,  Wher-ev  -  er  man   is   found — The  Com-fort  -  er    has  come! 


Chorus. 
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The  Com- fort -er   has    come,  The    Com- fort -er    has  come!   The 
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No.  55. 


Some  Day. 


E.  A.  H. 

Moderato. 


Rov.  Elisha  a.  Hoffman. 


1.  Some  day  my  Sav  -  iour    I  shall  know,     As   now      I  know  Him  not; 


2.  Some  day  my  peace  shall  deep-er     be, 

3.  Some  day,  O  longed-for,  hap-py    day! 
4:  Some  bright, glad  day,  not  far      a  -  way, 


t£ 


i± 


1i=}i: 


^~¥—^- 
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And  pur  -  er  love  be  mine; 
Dis-cord  -  ant  notes  will  cease, 
My  heart  will  love  Him  so, 

I      ^    ^    ^ 


^ 


^ 


:t=t=:^3 
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And  fol  -  low  Him     in    per-fect  faith,  Free  from    all  fear  and  doubt. 

And  all    the  light  and  joy    of  heav'n  With  -  in     my  soul  shall  shine. 

And  bells  of  joy  chime  thro' my  soul  The    song     of  heav'nly  peace. 

That  life  will  be        a     Par  -  a  -  dise,  A    heav'n  be -gun   be -low. 
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Some  day, 

some  brighter,  bet-ter 
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day, 

5weet   -   er 

J-     J 

d.ay, 

Just  on 
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sweet-er,  ho-lier  day, 


i 


e±=t=:i 


g 


I  I    -^ 

fore,  My  Saviour's  im-age     I  shall  wear,  And  love  Him  more  and  more. 


=P-3 


■^- 


^ 


^:^=1E 


^ 


-tz- 


-iS-T- 


r---v 


Copyright,  1900,  by  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
(57) 


Na  56. 


Jesus  is  Passing  by. 


H.  E.  Hewitt, 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Come,  cou- trite  one,  and  seek    His  grace,  Je-siis  is  pass-ing 

3.  Come,  hun - gry  one,  and   tell   your  need,  Je-sus  is  pass-ing 

3.  Come,  wea  -  ry    one,  and  find  sweet  rest,    Je-sus  is  pass-ing 

4.  Come,  burdened  one,  bring  all   your  care,    Je  -  sus  is  pass-ing 


by 
by 
by 
by 
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^ 


4= 


feS^ 
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V    I 


See    in    His  rec  -  on  -  cil  -  ed    face   The    sun-shine  of      the    sky. 
The  Bread  of  Life  your  soul  will  feed.  And    ful  -  ly     sat   -  is  -  fy. 
Come  where  the  long-ing  heart  is  blessed.  And    on    His    bos  -  om    lie. 
The  love  that  list  -  ens  to  your  pray'r  Will  "no  good  thing"  de  -  ny. 


'm 


=t= 
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Chorus. 
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^S^ 


Pass  -  ing  by,  pass  -  ing   by.        Hasten  to  meet  Him  on    the  way, 

PasBingby,    passing bj',  passing  bj',  passing  by, 

P  -#-#-#-  ^.fL^    ^  J        ^    J 
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tl 


P 


rit. 


Pefe^l^l 


Je  -  sus  is  passing  by  to-day.  Pass  -  ing    by,  pass  -  ing   by. 

Passing  by,      passing  by,  passing  by,    passing  by. 

-•-:  -^  -«-  -f-  -€-  f-         .  *'^^  -#-^-^       I    N  I 
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No.  57. 


The  Home-Land  Shore. 


S.  C.  Foster.  Arr. 
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be-yond  the  storms  that  gath-er      Dark    o'er  our   way, 
be-yond  the    roll  -  ing     bil-lows,  Faith  spreads  her  wings; 
be-yond  the   vale    and   shad-ovv   Loved  ones  have  passed; 
ed  morn  of    joy     un-bouud-ed,      O       glo-rious  day; 


\j       I 


-tS2- 


'^- 


=t 


There  shines  Ihe  light  of  joy  e  -  ter-nal,  Bright  in  the  realms  of  day. 
Love  tells  us  of  the  Gold-en  Cit-y,  Hope,  of  its  glo  -  ry  sings. 
We'll  meet  them  in  the  "man-y  mansions,"  All  gathered  honieat  last. 
There    ev  - 'ry   tear    of  grief  and  anguish    Je  -  sus  shall  wipe  a  -  way. 
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Chorus. 


There  shall  sor  -  row,  pain,  and  part  -  ing  Grieve  our  hearts  no   more; 
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Soon 
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,soon  we'll  meet  beyond  the  riv-er,    Safe  on  the  Home-land  shore. 
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No.  58. 


*Tis  Sweet  to  Follow  Jesus. 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 


Geo.  B.  Holsinger. 


fr   -     S  •        -       -  •     -     -     Twr 

-*-  1/ 

1.  I     will  not  say  to  Je-sus  '  'nay, "  However  rough  may  seem  the  way ; 

2.  Wher-ev  -  er  sent  I   am  con-tent,  E'en  tho'  I  know  not  His  in-tent; 

3.  I'll    nev  -  er  fear  with  Je-sus  near,  Nor  to  the  tempter's  voice  give  ear; 

4.  Let  troubles  roll  up-on  my  soul,     I'm  safe,  for  Je-sus  has  con-trol; 

I 


j-vj-r i — # — 1-#^-# — • P — 1^-#- 


U     U 


r^ 


-p»— ^ 


^ 


-^     V     V- 


^  N 


le 


:^3:=i^: 


i=p: 


:(«=5^ 


itif: 


:s=i|: 


-• — #- 


'  •         u'    1/    '    ' 

let  Him  choose  my  path  for  me,  And  trust  Him  where  I  cannot  see. 
sat  -  is-fied  while  I  can  know 
will    is  just  to  fol-low  Him, 
trust  in  Him,  ah,  this  is  mine 


^i 


:t=P= 


-&- 


He  leads  me  in  the  way   I    go. 
E'en  tho'  the  light  before  be  dim. 
Till    I  with  Him  in  glo-ry  «hine. 


ji^=?=^ 


S 


le 


-V— V— f~ 


-©'- 


L<    b    U    P     V^ 


y    ^ 


Chorus. 
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'  '    1^     1/    i^     k*     k"      I 
For    it     is  blessed  and  so  sweet   To  have  the  Saviour  guide  my  feet; 
■^^^■^    --    -     J.       J         __^_^^^^-      ^. 
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His  way  I  know  is  always  best,      And  so  my  heart  in  faith  shall  rest. 
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Grieve  Not  the  Spirit. 


Charlotte.  G.  Homer. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Thou  art   not  ver  -y  far  from  the  king-dom;  Al-most  thou'rt  per- 

2.  Thou  art   not  ver  -y  far  from  the  king-dom,  But    halt  -  ing,  His 

3.  Thou  art   not  ver  -  y  far  from  the  king-dom,  Just      o    -    ver   the 

4.  Thou  art   not  ver  -y  far  from  the  king-dom;  De-cide!  there's  no 


-•-     -w-         ^. 

suad  -  ed     to   -  day;  Thy  heart  has  been  touched  by  the     gos  -  pel, 

voice    t«      o  -    bey,  While  an  -  gels  are  watch-ing    and  wait  -  ing, 

bor  -   der — a  -  stray;  Yet  still      is    the  voice    in  -  ter  -  ced  -ing, 

time     for     de   -  lay;  Ac  -  cept  Him,  be-lieve  Him,  re  -  ceive   Him, 
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Chorus. 


O    grieve  not  the  Spir  -  it        a 


way Grieve      not 

a  -  way. 
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Spir -it        a  -  way,     Grieve    not     the    Spir -it        a  -  way ;  Thou  art 
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not  ver  -  y    far  from  the  kingdom,     O  grieve  not  the  Spir-it       a-  way. 
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His  Love  in  My  Soul. 


Rev.  Richard  H.  Gilbert. 


Wm.  J.  King. 


1.  There'saglad,happysongthat  my  heart  loves  to  sing,  Since  Christ  by  His 

2.  Thissweetsonginmyhearthelpsme,  day  after  day,     In  each  tri  -  al     and 

3.  That  most  blessed  of  books;  the  sweet  scripture  of  truth,  The  nies-sagemost 

4.  Then  on-ward  with  Je -sus,  without  doubt  or  fear,    Ee  -  joic -ing,  con- 


1/ 
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own  precious  blood  made  me  whole;  It    is  not       a  mere  fan  -  cy,  but 

sor  -  row  the  vie  -  fry  to  win;     And  I'll  bless  Him  for  making  me 

dear     to  my  sad  heart  first  bro't;  But  no  tongue  can  the  sto  -   ry  with 

tent     in    HisSpir-it's  control;  And  I'll  tell    o'er  and  o'er     un  -  to 
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sweet,bless-ed  fact,  And,'tis  this  that  I  know,I've  His  love  in  my  soul, 
a  -  ble  to  say  That  His  all -cleansing  blood  now  saves  me  from  sin. 
ful  -  ness  set  forth,  Of  the  joy  that  His  love  in  my  spirit  has  wrought. 
all     who  will  hear,    The     sweet-ness  and  pow'r  of    His  love     in  my  soul. 
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His  love  my  sou  1  is  telling  o '  er  and  o '  er,  And  sinners  'round  the  tidings  shall 

III  -#-  -^ 
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hear;  His  love,  for  me  so  rich  and  free,  He  will  give  to  thee,a  fountain  of  blessing. 
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ril  Follow  Where  He  Leads. 


Lou  W.  Wilson. 


M.  C.  Williams. 
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1.  Where  He  leads  me 

2.  Where  He  leads  me 

3.  Where  He  leads  me 

4.  Where  He  leads  me 


I 

I 

I 

I 

I 


will  fol-low,  E'en  tho'  rough  the  path  be-fore; 
will  lol-low,    Ask-ing  not  the  way     to  know; 
will  Ibl-low,     In    His  foot-steps  all  the  way; 
will  fol-low;  This  the  strength, O  Lord,  I  crave; 
-•-  -«?- 
-f2 — t— 1= — »^^ m—(Z- 
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I    will  trust  the  bless  -  ed  Sav-iour,    Till  the   wea  -  ry  strife  is  o'er. 
At  the  Lord's  command  I'll  take  me  Where-so  -  e'er     He  bids  me  go. 
Soon  the  con  -  fiict  will    be    end-ed;     Soon  will  dawn    a    bet-terday. 
If  Thou  wilt,  oh,  make  me  use-ful.    Some  poor  dy  -  ing  soul  to  save. 
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Refrain 


W^here   He  leads  me  I    will  fol-low;     I  would  heed    the  gos  -  pel  call ; 
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This  the  watchword,  pass  it  onward, — All  for  Je 
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sus,  all,  yes,  all. 
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No.  62. 

Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Resting,  Sweetly  Resting. 


Jno.  R.  Bryant. 


1.       Jn  the  shel-ter    of  the  Rock,  I.  am  rest-ing;    Tho' the  an-gry   bil-lows 

3.      In  the  fav  -  or     of  the  King,  I  am  rest-ing;      In  the  shadow    of  His 

3.      In  my  strong  and  mighty  Tow' r,  I  am  rest-ing;     He  up-holds  me  by  His 

4.Christ,my  Rock,my  To w'r, my  King, Blessed  resting.In  the  shadow    of  His 
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rest  -ing; 
rest-ing; 
rest-ing; 
rest-ing; 


I     can    stem  the  wind  and  tide,     In    the 

Since   I   learned  to  love  my  Lord,  And    o  - 

Oh,     a      wondrous  help    is    He,       In    my 

Rock  of      safe  -  ty    for    my  feet,  Tow'r  of 
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shel-ter    of    His  side,  And  in  safe -ty  there   a  -  bide,  Sweetly    rest-ing. 

bey  His   ho  -  ly  word,  Ev-'ry  day  comes  sweet  reward,    I     am  rest-ing. 

weakness  strengthens  me, Oh, the  bless- ed-ness  to      be       In  Him  rest-ing. 

strength, when  foes  I  meet, Christ, my  King,  O  joy  com-plete,  Bless-ed    rest-ing! 
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I  am  resting, 

sweetly  rest-in] 


I   am  resting; 

sweetly  resting 
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In  the  shelter  of  the 
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Rock,  I   am  resting; 


I   am  rest-ing, 


yes,  I'm  rest-ing,  I     am     rest-ing,  sweetly  rest-ing. 


I  am 
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Resting,  Sweetly  Resting — Concluded* 
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In    the  shelter   of  the  Rock,  I     am  rest  -  ing 


rest-ing; 

sweet -ly   rest-ing; 
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No,  63* 


The  Shining  Shore* 


David  Nelson. 


George  F.  Root. 
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1.  My  daj's  are  glid-ing    swift- ly     by,  And      I,      a     pilgrim  stran-ger, 

2.  We'll  gird  our  loins,  my  breth-reu  dear,  Our  heav'nly  home  dis-cern-ing; 

3.  Should  coming  days  be     cold  and  dark.  We  need  not  cease  our  sing-ing; 

4.  Let  sorrow's  rud-est    tem-pest  blow,  Each  cord  on  earth  to     sev-er: 

-m — ^^-^^ -'- ■^- ■*  *-'- 
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Would  not    de- tain  them    as   they  fly.  Those  hours  of  toil  and     dan-ger: 
Our      ab -sent  Lord  has    left    us  word,  "Let     ev-'rylampbe     burn-ing." 
That    per- feet  rest  naught  can  mo-lest.  Where  gold-en  harps  are  ring-ing. 

Our  King  saj's"  Come!"  and  there's  our  home,  For-ev-er,  and  for-  ev  -  er. 
-P-    -P-      -P-    -P-    -P-    -f-      -g-:  -f- 
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D.S.—just    be -fore,  the  shin-ing  shore  We  may  al-most  dis  -  cov  -  er! 


Chorus. 
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For,   O    we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand,  Our  friends  are  passing    o  -  ver;  And 
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The  Glad  Home-Gathering. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  By    and    bj'  I  know  there'll  be,  by    the   shin -ing' crystal  sea,  Such  a 

2.  Friend  with  friend  again  will  meet,  O     the  welcome  will  be  sweet,  At  the 

3.  Chi'ist  the  Lamb  shall  be  our  light,  we  shall  walk  with  Him  in  white,  At  the 

4.  There's  an   in   -  vi-ta-tion  free,  and   it  comes  to  you  and  me,    To  the 

5.  Praise  the  Lord !  I'm  go-ing,  too,  now  by  faith  the  scene  I  view,  At  the 
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glad  home-gath'ring,by  and 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and 
glad  home-gath'ring  by  and 


by; 
by; 
by; 
by; 
by; 


When  we  walk  the  golden  strand  in  that 
We  shall  meet  to  part  no  more,  on  that 
He  will  wipe  a-way  our  tears,  he  will 

"Who-  so  -  ev-er  will"  may  share  in  the 
By  His  grace  and  mercy  free,  with  the 
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bright  and  bless  -  ed  land, 
fair  and  bliss  -  ful  shore, 
ban  -  ish  all  our  fears, 
joy  -  ful  meet  -  ing  there, 
ran-somed   I      will    be. 


At    the 
At   the 


glad 
glad 
At  the  glad 
At   the    glad 


home-gath'ring  by  and 
home-gath'ring  by  and 
home-gath'ring  by  and 
home-gath'ring  by  and 


At   the    glad   home-gath'ring  by  and 


by. 
by. 
by. 
by. 
by. 
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There  will    be        a     glad   home  -  gath  -'ring  by     and   by.    There  will 
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The  Glad  Home-Gathet-mg — Concluded, 
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be     a    glad  home-gath'ring  by   and  bv;  When  the   Lord  shall  bid  us 


1/   > 

come  to  His  bright,  celestial  home.To  the  glad  home-gath'ring  by  and  by. 


No.  6S. 


All  Hail  the  Power. 


Rev.  E.  Perronet. 


O.  HOLDEN. 
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1.  All     hail  the  pow'r  of       Je-sus' name!  Let     an -gels  prostrate    fall; 

2.  Let      ev-'ry    kin-dred,    ev-'ry   tribe,  On     this  ter  -  res  -  trial    ball, 

3.  O     that  with  yon  -  der     sa  -cred  throng  We    at   His  feet  may    fall ! 


II-. 


Bring  forth  the  roy  -al 
To   Him  all  maj  -es 
We'll  join  the  ev-er  • 
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di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all; 
ty  as-cribe,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all; 
last- ing  song,  And  crown  Him    Lord  of         all; 
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Bring  forth  the   roy  -  al     di  -  a  -  dem.  And  crown  Him  Lord        of    all. 

To      Him  all   maj-es  -  ty     ascribe,  And  crown  Him  Lord        of    all. 

We'll   join  the    ev-er  -  lasting  song.  And  crown  Him  Lord        of    all. 
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Welcome  for  Me» 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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Wm.  J.  KlFKPATRICK. 
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1.  Like    a       bird   on    the  deep,  far     a  -  way  from    its     nest,     I     had 

2.  I     am     safe    in    the   ark;     I   have  fold  -  ed      my   wings  On    the 

3.  I     am     safe    in    the  ark;  and     I   dread  not     the  storm,  Tho'   a  - 
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wandered,  my  Sav-iour,from  Thee;  But  Thy  dear  lov  -ing  voice  called  me 

bos-om     ofmer-cy     di  -  vine;     I     am  filled  with  the  light      of    Thy 

round  me   the  sur-ges  may  roll;      I     will  look    to    the  skies,  where  the 
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home  to  Thy  breast,  And    I      knew  there  was    wel  -  come  for  me. 
pres-ence  so  bright,  And  the     joy     that   will     ev  -  er     be   mine, 
day   nev-er    dies,      I     will    sing       of     the     joy      in     my  soul. 
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Welcome  for  me,  Saviour,  from  Thee;  A  smile  and  a  welcome  for  me: 
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Welcome  for  Me — Concluded. 
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Now,  like  a  dove,  I  rest   in  Thy  love.  And  find  a  sweet  refuge  in    Thee. 

in  Thee. 


No.  67. 


Something  for  Jesus. 


S.  D.  Phelps,  D.  D. 


Robert  Lowrv,  D.  D. 
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.1.    Sav-iour!Thy    dy  -  ing   love   Thou  gav- est 
3.    At     the  blest  mer  -  cy    seat,  Plead-ing   for 

3.  Give   me     a     faith -ful  heart — Like-ness   to 

4.  All    that    I      am     and  have— Thy  gifts  so 


me, 
me, 
Thee- 
free— 
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Nor  should 
My      fee  - 
That   each 
In      joy, 
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aught  with-hold.Dear  Lord,from  Thee;  In  love  my  soul  would  bow,My  heart  ful- 
faith  looks  up,    Je  -  sus,  to  Thee:  Help  me  the  cross  to  bear,  Thy  wondrous 
part-ing  day  Hence-forth  may  see  Some  work  of  love  be  -  gun,  Some  deed  of 
grief,  thro'  life.  Dear  Lord,for  Thee !  And  when  Thy  face  I    see.  My  ran-somed 
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ftl       its   vow.  Some     of-f'ring  bring  Thee  now,    Something  for  Thee, 

love     de- Clare,  Some   song   to     raise,     or  pray'r.  Something  for  Thee, 

kind  -  ness  done.  Some  wan-d'rer  sought  and  won.     Something  for  Thee, 

soul    shall  be,  Through  all     e   -   ter   -   ni  -  ty,       Something  for  Thee. 
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His  Word  Endureth. 


Ida  M.  Budd. 


ChaS.    H.    GABRrEL. 


1.  O  wand'rer  from  the  Saviour's  fold,  Where'er  thy  way  may  be,  Can 

2.  Canst  thou  not  hear  His  loving  words.  Thro'  all  earth's  restless  strife,  '  'He 

3.  Fear   not;    be-lieve,  for  on-ly  they  Who  trust  may  en-ter   iu;       By 

4.  Come, then,  Osoul,  and  find  in  Him  Thy  life,  thy  rest,  thy  peace;  So 
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earth  such  sweet  as- sur-ance  give    As  that     He  of-fers  thee?, 

that      be-liev-eth     on   the   Son    Hath  ev   -   er-last-ing  life." 

faith      e-  ter  -  nal    life    is    won,   And  vie  -  fry  o- ver  sin... 

shall   thy  heav'nly  joys  be -gin,    And  nev  -  er,  nev-er  cease. 
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Heav'n and  earth shall  pass a  -  w^ay,. . . . 

Heiivea  and  earth,      heaven  and  earth,        heaveu  and  earth  stiall  pa.<s  away, 
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But my    words shall  not   pass a  -  way;. 

But  my  words  shall  not  pass  a -way,  my  words  shall  not  pass    a  -  way; 


S*^ 


^5|- 


-^—v- 


-0 0      1- 


Copyright,  igoo,  by  J.  M.  Black. 

(70) 


His  Wofd  Endureth — G)ncIoded. 
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Heav'n and  earth shall  pass a  -  way, .    . . 

Hfiiveu  and  earth,  heaven  and  earth,         heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  a-way, 

^  ^.  M.  M-  .0.  .0.  ^     .0.         -m.  •-  .^.  ^. 
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But my    words shall  not   pass a  ■ 

But  my  words  shall  not  pass  a-  way,  my  words  shall  not 
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1^^ 
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No.  69. 


K  Life  be  Long. 


Rev.    J.    G.    BONNELL. 


C.    E.    COUSER. 


i^ 


4^3 


-^-r 


II  I        I     -•-  -•-  -•-  -0- 

1.  If     life     be  long,  I  will  be  glad  That    I     maj^  long  o    -    bey; 

2.  This  life     is  giv'n  me  to    pre-pare  For  that  which  is     to      come; 

3.  The  lite    God  gives  I  Avill  em-ploy  To       do    His  bless-ed      will; 

4.  Then  let    me  live  for  God   a  -  lone,  While  life    to     me     is      giv'n; 


t- 


1= 


It 


-^ 


i 


i 


-^- 


i 


-p~^ 


— H H • 1 S^      — 

-0.        .0,        -^  .^.. 

I  -        -       -w- 

If  short,  then  why  should  I    be    sad  To   soar  to    end-less      day? 

Grant  me.  O    Lord,  the    bliss  to   share  Of    an      e  -  ter-nal     home. 

Up-ward  I'll  soar  on    wings  of  joy.  And  do  His  pleas-ure     still. 

And  let   me  serve  be  -  fore  the  throne  For-ev  -  er  -  more  in    heav'n. 


-^     -•  S 


-k kt- 


i] 
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No.  70. 


I  Cling  to  Thee. 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 


J.  M.  Black. 


m 


S:: 


^zi; 


j^t*- 


When  life's  dark  billows  threat' ning  roll,   And  sombre  clouds  hang  o  -  ver  me, 

I    cling   to  Thee  in  sorrow's  night;  I  cling  when  dangers  threaten  me; 

Safe  cov-ert  when  my  sins  pur-sue;  De-fense  from  foes    I     can -not  see; 


:* 


* 


•     -5-    .0-    .^. 

Sweet  Ref-uge  of     my  shrinking  soul,  I    cling  to  Thee,  I  cling  to   Thee. 

Till  doubts  shall  cease  to  cloud  my  sight,  I    cling  to  Thee,  I  cling  to   Thee. 

My  faith-ful  Friend,  my  Leader  true,     I    cling  to  Thee,  I  cliug  to   Thee. 

♦  ^  •    -     ^  •    #  #  I 


i:^: 


V     W 


Chokus. 


N    ^    s 


— ^ — 5 — 

And  when  I  reach  yon  gold-en  shore,  And  pearly  gates  unfold  for  me, 


h h — .n — »- » »■ 


M—'^ 


ntt     [^     1*^     '^ 

1              ^     ^ 

,Rit.  s   -----     -     -     - 

- 

V'nm      ilj      L,j 

h                     1    II 

^^5zi«zdtrt    qt 

-m. — 1^—»    ,^ 

-^  •      ^      •      d- 

-J^ — ^ — \ — J-d    ^1 

^i  > — 0-^0 — -9- 

-•^— « — •— k#- 

:i — J — i — ^ 

-fi — i — j^T  ^  •  Hi 

still  then,  my 

Sav-iour,  as     be- 

...    .     ^ 

fore,    I'll  cling  to  1 

>•   ^    1 — r 

?hee,  I'll  cling  to 

Thee. 

1 

(^s=^   t-v 
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No.  7K 


Looking  This  Way. 


J,  W.  V. 

Duet. 


J.  W.  Van  De  Venter. 


-A— \— hn 


—, ; ^ — N — P 


Efeil 


SE^ 


li^/r^^ 


:t:=t=t: 


1.  O-ver  the  riv-er  fa-ces   I      see,    Fair  as  the  morning,  looking:  for   me; 

2.  Father  and  mother. safe  in  the  vale;  Watch  for  the  boatman,  wait  for  the  sail, 

3.  Brother  and  sister, gone  to  that  clime.  Wait  for  the  oth-ers  coming  sometime; 

4.  Sweet  little  darling,light  of  the  home.  Looking  for  someone,  beckoning  "come;" 

5.  Jesus  the  Saviour,bright  Morning  Star,Looking  for  lost  ones  straying  a-far ; 


^^ 


r^-r 


-5i-# 


fif- 


■-f=^ 


i 


fV-^ 


^=*t«i 


^-^- 


-^- 


Free  from  their  sorrow,  grief  and  despair.  Waiting  and  watching  patiently  there. 

Bearing  the  loved  ones  o-ver  the   tide      In  -  to  the  har-bor,  near  to  their  side. 

Safe  with  the  angels,  whiter  than  snow.  Watching  for  dear  ones  waiting  below. 
Bright  as  a  sunbeam,pureas  the  dew,  Anxiously  look-ing,  mother,  for  you. 
Hear  the  glad  message,why  will  you  roam?  Jesus  is  calling,  "Sinner,  come  home.'' 

^yj  J.J.  I^lM-^J^.^  J.   J.  J^J  JTl 


\ 


ftf-f— ^f^ 


"r= 


r^ 


Chorus. 


mi^i^M^^^^^^^m 


Looking  this  way, yes, looking  this  way.  Loved  ones  are  waiting,  looking  this  way; 


m^^smm^ 


iS 


m^m^mm 


^ns^il^ 


tr 


^11 


Fairasthemorning.brightastheday,  Dear  ones  in  glo-ry,  looking  this  way. 


itei 


*-*= 
-,__^ 


:f=tf=f 


-^-  -P-  -P    -0^-0- '-0-   -m- 


m 


r^ 
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No.  72. 


No  Good-byes  in  Heaven. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 

Moderato. 


Edna  G.  Young. 


^F=N= 


St 


4-g 


-•-r- 


.^     ^ 


1.  There  are  no   good-byes  in  lieav-en  where  the  man  -  y  nian-sious  be, 

2.  There  are  no   good-byes  in  heav-en!   how  this  hope  our  spir- it  thrills, 

3.  All      our  sor- row, pain, and  sigh-ing  shall  for-ev  -    er  pass     a -way; 

-^-r-*—  p  0^-f—f^-0 — ____r-,  ^  _, — »^  r  * — 


^^E^a 


it 


k— ^^-^: 


-h- 


1^  '^ 


:d? 


S 


«: 


:^ 


Where  the  ran  -  somed   of        the    Lord     with   Him    shall    reign; 

plain; 
plain; 

^^ 


As       by  faith 
All      we  could 


fc=^ 


we    walk    with  them     the    shin  -  ing 
not      un    -   der  -  stand   shall    be       made 
_• ^^ n »-^ fi ^-= ^ 


-F^- 


^^ 


When  we  en  -  ter  in  His  glo  -  ry,  and  our  loved  once  more  we  see. 
And  we  lis-  ten  to  their  songs  of  joy  up  -  on  the  heav'nly  hills 
"We    shall  find  our  loved  ones  waiting  there  to    bid    us  with  them  stay; 


We       shall  nev    -    er      say      good-bye        to      them 

Where   we'll  nev    -    er      say       good-bye        to      them 

And      we'll  nev    -    er      say       good-bye        to      them 

4L5 • ^-M-i ^ •_! ^ ^-j • m  • 


gain, 
gain, 
gain. 


ftizii: 


=t==t=t==t: 


_£i:_ 


-4^-^ 


Chorus. 


^^fe-it-i^iFP: 


-f>-«— 


-w — ^ 


-^-^^ 


-« — Z-. — « 1— 


^v 


— N- 


The.e  are  no   good-byes  in  heav-en,  that  sweet  home  of  joy     a -hove; 

— ^-^ 1 1 1 ^-= 0—r0— • •- 


:--fc=te:^- 


iztn 


~M- 


^=^ 
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Sp:^- 


No  Good-byes  in  Heaven — Concluded* 


=t 


ifd^ 


■&- 


=N= 


-^^-^-^f-^ 


■5^-#- 


-• — »- 


;^   u' 


No  good-byes,  no  good-byes,  We  shall  part  no  more  Ibr- 

No  good-b.ves,  no  j^ood-hyes, 


— ! V^ 


1 


13: 


^^^-^^- 


&  -•■ 


■m  .  m 


rt 


-tt 


»  .0   m    w- 


r  b  ^  r 


ever  from  the  friends  we  dearly  love,  No  good-byes,  no  good-byes. 

No  goodbyes,  no  good-byes. 

I     ^   . 


No.  73. 

E.  A.  H. 


He  Rolls  the  Sea  Away. 

Rev.  Elisha  A. 


Hoffman. 

Fine. 


-zS- 


Up  -  on  the  shore  of  E  -  gypt's 
But  God  came  down  in  grace  and 
Be-hind  them  was  king  Pharaoh' 
God  made  a  path- way  thro'  the 
The  God  who  wrought  in  old  -  en 
He  brings  de-liv-'rance  to  His 
It  mat  -  ters  not  that  troub-les 
God  has    the  pow  -  er    as        of 


-4=2- 


*=f:^==fe=^: 


5  sea  Stood  Is  -  rael  in  dis  - 
pow'r,And  rolled  thesea  a- 
s  host,  Be-fore,  the  wa  -  ters 
deep;  He  rolled  thesea  a  - 
time  Is  just  the  same  to  ■ 
own,  And  rolls  thesea  a- 
come  And  seem  to  close  the 
old     To  roll    the  sea       a  - 


may,  \ 
way.  j 

lay;  \ 
way.  J 

day;1 
way.  J 
way;1 
way.  r 


-A- 

D.C. — For  it      is  still  His  sov-'reiyn  will    To  roll    thesea     a-  way 


l-^U-i 


r- 


D.C. 
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No.  74. 


Waiting  with  Joyful  Hearts. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


E.  S.  Howard. 


1.  Wait-ing  with  joy  -  ful  hearts  to    hear   our  blessed  Lord's  command, 

2.  Keeping  the  blood-stained  cross  and  vic-tor's  crown  l)e-fore  our  view, 

3.  Knowing  the  God     of    bat  -  ties  will    His   sol-diers  true  de-fend, 
.^.     ^.    ^.  .    .m.    M..     .ft.  -#-•-#-  -^- 


-v—v- 


A  h  1      1^     1^     1^     ^       ^     ti       n. 

^       s      I 

V|L>UJ!I       r       K     i"       S'h       > 

/f   k  L,Lf      ^          «          «           J              «|           J              _l^           1                 N 

(^    t  «    • 

l&v  ^hm       m       m       m  '      8       •*      •       m         m 

J      _i^  S  •    S    '^ 

\s\)       ^  *       •       •       ••      •       #•      •       Z  '      S 

•  •     m     ' '     •     <^ 

d                 3                                          •.•••• 

Read-y     be-neath  the  ban-  net    of     His  cross   to  take  our  stand; 
Pray-ing   for  grace  and  strength  the  con-flict   dai  -  ly    to      re -new; 
Trusting  His  prom  -  ise  that     He   will     be   with   us    to      the  end; 

7           7        \             ' 

^^              3 

4; ^1 — t^ 5 1 

0    hi       ^       i^      1*^      i'*' 

^     ^ 

N        k 

V  \^\\    A       A       A       J 

rs      1^ 

^ 

k.                   tL              1^                  ^ 

/I  b  hii    T        1        1      *^  • 

*l      «l 

m        J 

> 

N       t     I         ^    ^' 

Gi.f'  &.^J — J — J — 3 .  . 

-1 — J-f- 

— M m-—- 

-i- 

_^.    >  j:    j^^ 

yy — - — 9. — s — s — y 

«J                            3 

•        •.- 

^s^  i  *    ' ' 

Fol-low  -  ing    in      His  steps  thro'  cloudless  day    or  dark-est  night, 
Forward  we  press,  that  we      at    last    may  win   the  glo-rious  prize 
We  will  en  -  dure    as    see  -  ing  Him   who  doth  our  place  pre-pare, 


^^ 


liS 


^ 


^ 


-^-*- 


-s*- 


3          1---  :/      ^ 

Loy  -  al   and  true     to  Him  a  -  mid    the  thick-est    of     the 

Je  -  sus  will  give     to     all  His  faith -ful  ones  be-yond  the 

Where  we  shall  see   Him  face  to     face    and   all    His  glo  -  ry 


.^     .p. 


Mt 


-^     ^• 


fight, 
skies. 
share. 


m 
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Waiting  with  Joyful  Hearts — Concluded. 
Chorus, 


^ 


EEi 


N     N    K.      N     I 


•*i-2z=ia:^ 


^i5±S=J: 


:it 


-z^ 


Wait  -  ingforour  Lord's  command,  Read    -    y  by  His  cross  to 
Waiting  for  our  blessed  Lord's  coiumand,  Ready   by  His  cross  to  talce  our 

f:  t  P :  •  -  • 


stand, 
stand. 


.^.  -^   -p...^^..^-   .0. 


It 


»    >- 


#-      .(2- 


fc^-^ 


^> 


« — • — •  '  •     »- 


-V   &  y—y- 


:fcr^ 


-V— v*-t/— P^ 


'^   i^-A-H^ 


:i 


i 


I  •    I  ^  •  ^ 


3|:ia|= 


-•-#-r-#- 


Walk  -  ing  iu  the  steps  of 
VValkingin  the  ver-y  steps   of 


^1 


Je  -  sus  To the  promised  land. 

Je  -  sus  To  the  peaceful, peaceful  promised  laud. 

m         •     ■*—    -•—    -»--    -I—       .  \      d 


-» <0   '  <0    »-^-0- 


i 
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fe^ 
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No.  75. 

Charles  Wesley. 


m 


Depth  of  Mercy. 


J.  Stevenson. 


^^=W- 


-d — I — I- 


±jtL 


*   ^V*^ 


J     f  Depth  of     mer-cy!  can  there  be 
■  \  Can     my  God  His  wrath  for  -  bear, 


Mer-cy   still    re-served  for  me?    \ 

Me,  the  chief  of    sinners,  spare?  J 

f      I    have  long  withstood  His  grace;   Long  provoked  Him  to   His  face;    "( 

\  Would  not  hearken   to    His    calls;  Grieved  Him  by  a    thousand  falls.    / 

o   /Now    in-clineme    to     re-  pent;        Let  me   now  my     sins  la-ment;  "J 

■\Now   my   foul  re -volt  de  -  plore,    Weep,  be-lieve,  and   sin   no  more.  J 


■j^=K 


-:ft-* — \ — \ — ^- 


-^f^=^-- 


Eefrain. 

t        r 


Faster. 


I 


Smoothly, 


N    ', 


t^t 


Repeat  2)p- 


iC^: 


i 


i<   s   sj.^ 


fGod    is  love,   I  ^^^^Y'lje/'   [  Jesus  weeps,  He  weeps  and  loves  me  still. 
V  Jesus  weeps  and  loves  me  still ;  \  '■  '  '^ 


No.  76. 


Our  Burden  Bearer. 


Amelia  M.  Starkweather. 
Duet. 


J.  M.  Black. 


1.  Cast  thy  care    up  -  on    theSav-iour,    He  will  all     thy  burdens  bear; 

2.  He    will  make  thy  life    to  praise  Him,  And  thy  tongue  losing  for  joy ; 

3.  He    will  not     per  -  mit  one  sor  -  row     More  thy  comfort    to     mo-lest 


i^ 


E4=^= 


^    I 


-b;--] 


3 


-I r\i 1- 


;^=*tt^^ 


He    has  promised   to     sustain  thee; — Claim  His  precious  word  in  pray'r. 
He    will  give  thee  in     af-flic-tion  Hap  -  pi-ness     Avith-out  al  -  loy. 
Than  will  fit   thee  for  life's  du  -  ties   And    the  sweet,  e  -  ter-nal     rest. 


H±: 


±± 


-*-.— 


_U_L, 


Chorus. 


^-^- 


-(S- 


-<©- 


ilii 


Je-sus      is our  bur-den  bear    -    er,  All    the 

Je  -  sus    is                                        our  bur  -  den  bear- er, 
— P  •    §    P  ' , -a—*  '    p    p  •    p- 


:^^:fc=|i^(i: 


:S3: 


^    y 


-^ 


^-iS 


-?:i- 


^~4 


world....     may  now  go  free;  Hear  His    lov     -     -     ing  in-  vi- 

All  the  world  may  now  go  free;  Hear  His  lov -ing 


4±g: 


id2. 


P^^-P- 


^^^: 


y^-V— ^ 


±-L-W-L 


-) — ^-f— 


V  1/ 


J??:<. 


i 


-N- 


■z;t- 


-i^- 


ta  -  tion,  "Wea-ry  soul, come  un  -  to  me." 

in  -vi-ta  -  tion,  "VVea-ry  sou), come  un  -  to  me,comeu 


JP^-P- 


^   ^    ^  I 


ntome.' 
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Na  77. 


Sunshine  in  the  Soul. 


N^^rd- 


j^ 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


:* 


1.  There's  sunshine  in  my  soul  to-day, 

2.  There's  mu-sic     in  my  soul  to-day, 

3.  There's  spring-time  in  my  soul  to-day, 

4.  There's  gladness  in  my  soul  to-day, 


I 

More  glo  -  ri  -  ous  and  bright 

A      car  -  ol       to    my  King; 

For  when  the  Lord  is    near, 

And  hope,and  praise, and  love, 


^S^ 


Than  glows  in  an  -  y  earth-lj'^  sky.  For  Je  -  sus  is  my  light. 
And  Je  -  sus,  lis-ten-ing,  can  hear  The  songs  I  can -not  sing. 
The  dove  of  peace  sings  in  my  heart,  The  flow'rs  of  grace  ap  -  pear. 
For  bless-ings  which  He  gives  me  now.   For  joj's  ''laid  up"   a  -  bove. 


e 


z2: 


t=t- 


-P2- 


y>     V 


.|2_ 


Refrain. 

^ 


:& 


^ 


3^ 


:*-#- 


-^ 


-#-3- 


\      '      '       -^  If 

Oh.there's  sun         -  -         shine,    bless  -  ed    sun        -        -       shine, 

Oh,  there's   sun  -  shine    in        the    soul,      bless  -  ed      sun-shine  in      the  soul, 


yi 


— 1_ j^ 


tr- 


i^    U     t^ 


its 


EsSE=- 


^^5 


ij::    -»■-»--«-  I 

While  the  peace -ful,    hap  -  py    mo-ments  roll;  "When 

hap  •  py    mo-ments  roll; 


17—^- 


f: 


4- 1^ K 1»^ 1--S- 


i^m^W 


I 


1^ 


-•-# 


i 


-?^— 


5-1^- 


-#-r- 


Je-sus  shows  His  smil  -  ing  face,  There  is  sunshine    in    my  soul. 


^ 


i=i: 
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No.  78. 


Beautiful  Robes. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 

n  u    Not  too  fast. 


Wm.  J.   KiRKPATRICK. 


~^-^ 


"TT         N     ^     ] 


1*^ 


1.  We  shall  walk  with  Him  in  white,  In     that  coun-try  pure  and  bright, 

2.  We  shall  walk  with  Him  in  white.  Where  faith  yields  to  bliss-ful  sight, 

3.  We  shall  walk  with  Him  in  white,  By      the  foun-tains  of      de  -  light, 


rt 


It: 


^ 


^->^te 


=^^ 


^t^ 


^ 


m 


-&— ^- 


^ — Jr^ — ^ « €-5 — •- 


-<S- 


■&—- 


-a-      -•-■    -m-  -m-'    -w-  I**    "     -•-•    -•!-  -•-•    -•- 

•       -•-•  1/  -#- 

Where  shall  enter  naught  that  may  defile;  Where  the  daybeam  ne'er  declines, 
When  the  beau-ty  of  the  King  we  see;  Holding  converse  full  and  sweet. 
Where  the  Lamb  His  ransomed  ones  shall  lead;  For  His  blood  shall  wash  each  stain, 

N       N       N     ^     .  .  __.     ^         . .-_    _    ^ 


-# — #- 


-0 — •- 


^^-•- 


-# — #■ 


m 


i^^ij: 


k    k-  k 


:^^:^=^i^:=t=fe: 


^'    I 


-fefc^pq^ 


For  the  bless-ed  light  thatshines  Is  the  glo  -  ry  of  the  Saviour's  smile. 
In      a    fel- low-ship  complete.  Waking  songs  of  ho  -  ly  mel -o  -  dy. 
Till  no  spot   of   sin     re-main,  And  the  soul  for-ev  -  er-more  is    freed. 


^fir 


fcjTLJt 


■>    u 


:ti=^: 


J(Z-. 


Chorus. 


^1 


Beau     -      -     ti-ful  robes,....         beau      -      ti-ful     robes,. 
Beau-ti-ful  robes,  beau-ti-ful  robes,  beau-ti-ful  robes,  beau-tiful  robes, 


H» »- 


tr  ^  ^  P 


?->  k  l> 


-»—»—•—»- 


p  P  f  ^ 


V    L^    i/- 


3Ci^_*:zk: 


V— W-i^ 


-y— b|-v: 


1/  w  1/ 


tf 


i^ 


^ 

_^___: 


§ 


;f? 


F 


Beau     -      -      ti  -  ful  robes       we       then  shall  wear;... 

Beauti-ful  robes  we    then  shall  wear,    beau-li  -  ful  robes  we    then  shall  wear; 


^^^ 


i: 


F     P 


:^=^=*: 
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Beautiful  Robes — Gjncluded. 


M 


Gar    -     -    meutsof  light, love       -       ly  and     bright, 

Garments  of  light,  garments  of  li<,'ht,  lovely  and  bri'.'ht,  lovely  and  brielit, 
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Walk-ing  with  Je  -  sus     in  white,  Beau-ti  -  ful  robes   we    shall  wear 
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No.  79. 


Holy  Spiritt  Faithful  Guide. 


M.  M.  Wells. 
Fine. 
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Ho-   ly    Spir-it,   faith  -  ful  Guide,  Ev  -  er    near  the  Christian's  side, 
Gen-tly    lead   us      by     the  hand,    Pil-grims   in      a     des  -  ert  land. 
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D.O. —  Whispering  softly, "  TFa?id')"er,  conie!  Fol-low   me,  I'll  guide  thee  home." 
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Wea-ry  souls  for -e'er  re-joice.  While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice 
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2  Ever-present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near,  Thine  aid  to  lend; 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear. 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear. 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore. 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er. 
Whisper  softly,  "Wanderer,  conie! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home." 


3  When  our  daj'S  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release. 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer. 
Wondering  if  our  names  are  there; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood; 
Whisper  softly,  "Wanderer,  come! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home.  ' 
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No.  80. 

E.  A.  H. 


Would  You  be  Happy? 

Rev.  Elisha  a.  Hoffman. 
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1.  Would  you    be  hap  -  py     in  Christ  your  Sav-iour?  Keep 

2.  Would  you  each  day  have  your  bur  -  dens  light-er?     Keep 

3.  Long     you  for  love    in      its  full    com-plete-ness?  Keep 

4.  Would  j'ou  at  last  reach  the  gates    of     heav-en?   Keep 
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keep  in  the  way ;     Ev   -  er       a-bide     in      His  love    and      fa  -  vor, 

keep  in  the  way ;  Would  you  each  day  find   the  path-way  bright-er? 

keep  in  the  way;  Long  you   to  know  all     its  pow 'rand  sweetness? 

keep  in  the  way;    Fol  -  low  the  coun-sels    the  Lord   has     giv-en, 
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Grace  to  be  faithful  He  will  di-videyou;  Keep  in  the  way,  trust  and 
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No.  8J. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


Soldiers  of  King  Jesus. 

(FOR  THE  JUNIORS.) 

^     I 


H.  N.  Lindsay 
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are  sol  -  diers  of  King  Je  -  sus,    Clad  in      ar 

are  sol  -  diers  of  King  Je  -  sus,   He's  our  Cap 

are  sol  -  diers  of  King  Je  -  sus,  We're  a     loy 

4.  "We    are  sol  -  diers  of  King  Je  -  sus;  Tho'  the  fight 
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band; 
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And  we     fol  -  low  where  He  leads    us,  Fight-ing    for        the     right. 
And  what-ev  -    er       He  shall  bid      us      We   will  glad    -    ly       do. 
We    are  bold,  and  brave  and  fear  -  less.  True  to     His        com-mand. 
We  shall  share  the    vie  -  tor's  tri  -  umph.  Sing  the    vie  -    tor's    song. 
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Chorus. 
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Marching,  marching    ev  -  er  on-ward, 'Neath  His  ban- ner     so     bright, 
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We    are  sol  -  diers    of  King  Je  -  sus,  Fight-ing  for 
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the    right. 
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No,  82.      Wonderful  Love  for  Thee  and  Me. 


LiDA  M.  Keck 


J.  M.  Black. 


1.  Born  ia    a  man-ger,  lowly  and  poor,Willing  the  world's  dark  frowns  to  endure; 

2.  Tell  of  His  love  to  those  who  are  sad ,  Bring  them  the  news  so  wondrous  and  glad ; 

3.  Let  ev-'ry  soul  from  near  and  from  far  Follow  the  rays  of  Bethlehem's  star, 
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Came  the  dear  Lord, our  Saviour  to     be,    Wonderful  love  for  thee  and  me. 

Tell  them  that  Christ  their  helper  would  be.  Wonderful  love  for  thee  and  me. 

Till     it  shall  shine  o'er  Cal-va-ry's  tree,  Wonderful  love  for  thee  and  me. 
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Won-der-ful  love,  won-der-ful  love,  Won-der-ful  love  for  thee  and  me; 
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Won-der  -  ful  love,  won-der  -  ful  love,  Won-der-ful   love  for  thee  and 
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No.  83. 


"I  will  Help  Thee/ 


Lydia  M.  Arnold, 

:^-TT N 


1.  "  I  will  help  thee!"  hear  the  promise  Of  the  One  who  reigns  a  -  bove; 

2.  Led  by  Him,  and  trusting  ev  -  er    In  His  grace  from  day  to    day, 

3.  Keep  me  ev  -  er  near  Thee,  Je-sus,  With  my  hand  enclosed  in    Thine; 
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Tho' I'm  weak  and  heavy  -  la  -  den.  He  will  fill     my  heart  with  love. 

I   shall  be     se-  cure  from  danger,  From  Him  I      shall  nev  -  er    stray. 

Then,  when  du-ty     calls,  or  danger,   I'll  not  mur-murnor    re  -  pine. 
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Chorus. 
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'Fear  thou  not  for  I  am  with  thee, ' '  I  will  hold       thee  by  the  hand, 

"Fear  thou  not  for   I    am  with  thee,"  I  will  hold  thee  by   the   hand, 
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All    a  -  long      thy  pilgrim  journey.  Safely  to  the  Promised  Land. 

All    a-long  thy  pilgrimjournev,  Safe-ly    to  the  Promised  Land. 
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No.  84. 

Katharine  E.  Purvis. 


In  the  Shadow  of  His  Wings. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  In     the    shad-ow     of    His  wings    I     am      rest  -   iiig,    On     the 

2.  In     the    shad-ow     of    His  wings    I     am      rest  -   ing,    I       have 

3.  In     the    shad-ow     of    His  wings    I     am      rest  -   ing,    I       have 
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liv  -  ing    word  my    hope     is    stayed;    In      His    all   -a  -   ton  -  ing 
joy    that     ev  -    er      shall     a    -    bide;     Hap  -  py  songs  of    faith    I 
peace  the  Avorld  can      nev  -  er      give;     For     the  Com-fort  -  er     has 
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blood  I  am  trust  -  ing,  All  my  bur-dens  at  His  feet  are  laid, 
sing —  ev  -  er  know  -  ing  I  am  saved  be-cause  for  me  He  died, 
come,  soft-ly  whisp'ring,  "With  the  ris  -en  One  thy  soul  shall  live." 
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In    the  shad  -  ow       of      His  wings     I        am  rest 
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I      will  hide;     In      the  cleansing  blood  my 
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In  the  Shadow  of  His  Wings — Concluded. 
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soul    will  be  trust  -  ing,  Till     I  reign  in     glo  -  ry     by     His     side. 
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No.  85. 


Henry  F.  Lyte. 


Abide  With  Me.' 


William  Henry  Monk. 
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1.  A  -  bide  with  me:    fast  falls  the     e  -  ven-tide;  The     dark-ness 

2.  Swift  to     its    close  ebbs  out  life's  lit  -  tie    day;  Earth's  joys  grow 

3.  I        need  Thy  pres  -  ence    ev  - 'ry  pass-ing  hour;  What     but  Thy 

4.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  be  -  fore  my  clos-ing   eyes;  Shine    thro' the 
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deep  -  ens;  Lord,  with  me     a  -  bide!     When    oth  -er    help  -  ers 

dim,  its  glo-  ries  pass   a  -  way;    Change  and  de  -  cay      in 

grace  can  foil     the  tempter's  power?  Who,     like  Thy -self,     my 

gloom  and  point  me    to     the  skies;  Heavn's  morning  breaks,  and 
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fail,  and  comforts  flee,  Help  of  the  helpless,  O  a  -  bide  with  me! 
all  a-round  I  see;  O  Thou, who changestnot,a -bide  with  me! 
guide  and  stay  can  be?  Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine.  Lord, abide  with  me! 
earth's  vain  shadows  flee;  In  life,  in  death, O  Lord, a- bide    with     me! 
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No.  86. 


The  Stranger  at  the  Door. 


With  feeling. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 
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1.    Be  •  hold    a  Stranger    at  the  door;  He  gently  knocks.has  knocked  before; 
3.     O    love  ly    at- ti-tude,He  stands  "With  melting  heart  and  o -pen  hands; 

3.  But  will  He  prove  a  friend  in-deed?  He  will,  the  ver-y  friend  you  need; 

4.  Rise, touched  with  gratitude  di-vine.  Turn  out  His  en  -  e  -  ray   and  Thine; 

5.  Ad-mit  Him.  ere  His    an- ger  burn,  His  feet,  de-part-ed,  ne'er    re -turn; 
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Has  wait-ed   long,  is  wait-ing  still:  You  treat  no  oth  -  er    friend  so  ill. 
O  matchless  kindness,  and  He  shows  This  matchless  kindness  to   His  foes. 
The  friend  of  sinners?  Yes,  'tis  He,  With  garments  dyed  on    Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
That  soul  -  de-stroy-ing  monster,  Sin,  And  let    the  heav'nly  Stran-ger  in. 
Ad-mit  Him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand.  You'll  at  JEfis  door  re  -  ject  -  ed  stand. 
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Oh,  let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in.       He'll  cleanse  your  heart  from  sin; 

come  in,  from  sin; 
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Oh,  keep  Him  no  more  out  at  the  door,  But  let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in. 
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No.  87. 


Following  Jesus. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  The  way  to  heav'n  will  brighter  grow, 

2.  How  sweet  the  fellowship  will  be, 

3.  Our  way  will  lie  by  waters  still, 

4.  If     seem-ing  ill  to  us  shall  come, 


Following,  following  Je-sus; 
Following,  following  Je-sus; 
Following,  following  Je-sus; 
Following,  following  Je-sus; 


1.  The  way 


heav'n  will  brighter  grow, 
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The  way  to  oth-ers  we  may  show, 
His  life    of  beauty  we  shall  see, 
Peace  undisturbed  our  days  shall  fill, 
It  will  but  lead  us  nearer  home. 


Following,  following  Je-sus. 
Following,  following  Je  -  sus. 
Following,  following  Je-sus. 
Following,  following  Je  -  sus. 
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Fol-low-ing   Je-sus  day  by  day,  Walking  in  His  footsteps  all  the  way; 
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Nev-er  from  His  fold  to  go      a  -  stray.  Following,  folloAving    Je  -sus. 
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No.  88.  Glad  Welcome  We  Sing. 

(OPENING  SONG  FOR  THE  SUNDAY-SCHOOL.) 


DWIGHT  E.  Marven. 


W.  MORETON  Owen. 


1.  In    love's  fel  -  low  -  ship    we    meet  you,  Here  the   gos  -  pel 

2.  Je  -   sus  walk  -  ing    close    be  -  side  you,  While  the  hours  are 

3.  He     will  ne'er   for  •   sake    nor  leave  you,  When  by    sin     you 

4.  All    thro"  life    may  peace   at  -  tend  you,   Giv   -  ing  calm   and 
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to  pro  -  claim,  And  with  song       of      joy      we     greet  you 

go  -  ing        by,  Will,  with    ho    -    ly     coun-sels,  guide  you, 

grieve  Him      sore.  But  will    gra  -  cious  -  ly       re  -  ceive  you, 

sweet  re   -    pose,  And       the  pow'rs    of  heav'n  de  -  fend  you 
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Chorus. 
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In  the  Sav  -  iour's  ho  -  ly  name. 
And  with  grace  your  needs  sup  -  ply. 
And  your  wand 'ring  heart  re  -  store. 
From  un-seen    and     o    -   pen    foes. 


Wei  -  come,    wel  -  come,  glad 
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wel-come  we   sing;        Join  us   in  prais-ing  our  Sav-iour  and  King. 
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No.  89. 


Thankful  Hearts. 


Tekoa  S.  Winey. 


1.  Thankful  hearts, and  happy  voi-ces  Blend,  as  joy-ful-ly    we    sing 

2.  For    His  ho-ly  word  we  praise  Him, Here  we're  gleaning  precious  truth 

3.  To      theTriu-i  -    ty     for-ev-  er,    Ho  -  ly,  bless-ed  Three  in    One, 
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Songs  of  praise,  our  glad  ho -san-nas,  Un  -  to  Christ,  our  Lord  and  King. 
That  will  light  the  way  and  guide  us  In  old  age  or  joy-ous  youth. 
Be      ourprais-es   and   de  -  vo-tions,  As    the  ceaseless    a  -  ges    run. 
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Chorus. 
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In  our   Sabbath -school  u-nit-ed,     In  His  name  we'll  work  and  pray, 
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Un-to  Him  who  loves  His  children.  Be  our  hearts'  best  gift  to  -  day 
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That  Beautiful  Land. 


Mrs.  F.  A.  F.  White. 


Mark  M.  Jones. 
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1.  I     have  heard  of     a     land      On     a     far        a- way  strand,  In    the 

2.  There  are  ev  -  er- green  trees  That  bend  low      in    the  breeze,  And  their 

3.  There's  a  home  in    that  laud,     At    the  Fa-ther's  right  hand ;  There  are 
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Bi  -  ble  the  sto  •  ry     is    told,  Where  cares  nev  -  er  come,  Nev-er 

fruitage    is    brighter  than  gold;      There  are  harps  for  our  hands  In  that 
mansions  whose  joys  are  un-told.  And  per-en  -  ni-al  spring,  Where  the 
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dark -ness  nor  gloom,  And  noth-ing  shall  ev  -  er  grow  old. 
fair  -  est  of  lands,  And  noth-ing  shall  ev  -  er  grow  old. 
birds    ev  -  er    sing.    And  uoth  -  ing    shall  ev   -   er      grow   old. 


Chorus. 
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In  that  beau-ti  -  fill  land,  On  the  far  -a-way  strand.  No  storms  with  their 
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That  Beautiful  Land — Concluded* 


blasts  ev  -  er      frown;        The  streets,  I     am      told,  are  paved  with  pure 
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gold,        Aud    the     sun,     it      shall    nev  -  er 
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No.  91.  I  Stretch  My  Hands  to  Thee. 


Charles  Wesley. 
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1.  Fa-  ther,  I  stretch  my  hands  to   Thee,  No     oth-er    help      I      know; 

2.  What  did  Thine  on -ly     Son    en -dure,  Be  -fore    I     drew   my  breath! 

3.  O        Je-sus,  could   I       this   be-lieve,  I     now  should  feel  Thy  pow'r; 

4.  Au  -  thor  of  faith,    to     Thee   I      lift  My    wea-ry,  long-ing  eyes; 
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Cho. — I       do  be-lieve,    I     now  be  -  liece,  That   Je  -  sus  died   for     me; 

D.  C.  for  Chorus- 
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If    Thou  withdraw  Thy-self  from  me,     Ah!  whither  shall     I  go? 

What  pain, what  la- bor,     to    se-cure     My   soul  from  end-less     death! 
And  all  my  wants  Thou  wouldst  relieve  In       this  ac-cept  -  ed      ,hour. 
Oh,      let  me  now      re  -  ceive  that  gift!   My    soul  without    it        dies. 
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No.  92. 

E.  A.  H. 


Speed  the  Light. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  To      the   mil  -  lions    liv  -  ing  o'er   the  deep,  deep  sea,  Speed  the 

2.  There  in     an  -  gnish  mil-lions   for     the  gos  -  pel   wait,  Speed  the 

3.  Je   -    sas  bids     us      bear     to  them  the  gos  -  pel  news,  Speed  the 

4.  We     will   go,    and      in      our  bless -ed.  Mas- ter's  name  Speed  the 


:-^i^fi:i!:z=^:if 


-lz^± 


:^^-=to=t 


t==t: 


t       I        I 


■Kt^ 


M 


-*i— f-i^: 


a 


r-"^ 


-^t^-^ 


t  • 


m^ 


light, speed  the  light;  To  their  cry    of     pit  -  y  dare  we 

light, speed  the  light;  Go  and  seek  their  res-cue  ere      it 

light, speed  the  light;  Can  the  souls  He  ransomed  His  re- 
light,   speed  the  light;  We  will  His  sal  -  va-tion  and  His 

Speed  the  light,  speed  the  light; 
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heed  -  less    be?  Speed  the  light, O speed  the  light! 

is         too    late.  Speed  the  light, O  speed  the  light! 

quest    re  -  fuse?  Speed  the  light, O  speed  the  light! 

love     proclaim,  Speed  the  light, .. .    .       O  speed  the  light! 

Speed  the  light,  O  speed  the  light! 
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Chokus. 


Speed  the    light, the bless-ed  gos-  pel  light.  To  the  lands. . . . 

Speed  the  light, the  bless-ed    go.s  -  pel    light.  To   the 

-#■•-•-  -#-•    -•-  -#-•    -•-  -•-      -•-  -•-•-•- 

-I— .H 1—.    -I f-.    -I—     ■  ■ 


tes=^ 


H b^ 1 b' ^- 


:t- 


:fe=^ 


^^- 


^^^^ 


Used  by  per.  of  E.  A.  Hoffman,  owner  of  copyright. 
(94) 


Speed  the  Light — Concluded. 
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.  ..     which  are   in  gloom  and  night ;  Souls  are  wait    -      -     iug,  and  the 

lands  which  are    iu    gloom    aud    night;  Souls  are  wait-ing,  and   the 
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fields   are  white, Speed  the  light, O  speed  the  light! 

fields     are    white,  Speed  the  light,  O  speed  the  light! 
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No.  93. 


John  Newton. 
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Come,  My  Soul. 


Carl  Maria  von  Weber. 
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1.  Come,  my  soul,  thy    suit   pre  -  pare,    Je  -  sus    loves  to     an -swer  prayer; 

2.  Lord,        I   come  to     Thee   for    rest;  Take  pos  -  ses  - sion  of    my  breast; 

3.  While      I     am     a       pil  -  grim  here.   Let  Thy   love  my  spir-it  cheer; 

4.  Show  me  what  I      have  to        do;     Ev  - 'ry   hour  my  strength  re-new; 
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He   Him-self  in  -  vites  thee  near,  Bids  thee  ask  Him,  waits  to   hear. 

There  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain,   And  with-out    a         ri  -  val  reign. 

As  ray  Guide, my  Guard,  my  Friend,  Lead  me     to    my    jour-uey's  end. 

Let  me  live     a        life    of      faith.   Let  me   die  Thy     peo-ple's  death. 


w 


'^'> 


i 


i 


(95) 


Na  94.     ril  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go. 


Mary  Brown. 

Andante. 
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1.  Itniaynotbeon  the  mountain's  height, Or   o  -  ver  the  stormy       sea; 

2.  Per-haps  to-day  there  are  loving  words  Which  Jesus  would  have  me  speak — 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  lowly  place, In  earth's  harvest  fields  so  wide, 
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It   may  not  be    at  the  battle's  front  My  Lord  will  have  need  of    me; 
There  may  be  now  in  the  paths  of  sin  Some  waud'rer  whom  I  should  seek — 
Where  I  may  la-borthro'  life's  short  day  For  Je-sus,  the  Cru  -  ci  -  fied; 
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But,  if    by  a  still,  small  voice  Recalls  To  paths  that  I  do  not     know, 
O    Sav-iour,  if  Thou  wilt  be  my  Guide,Tho'  dark  and  rugged  the  way, 
So,  trust-ing  my  all  to  Thy  tender  care,  And  knowing  Thou  lovest  me. 
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I'll  answer,dear  Lord,  with  my  hand  in  Thine,I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
My  voice  shall  ech-o  Thy  message  sweet,I'llsay  whatyou  wantmetosay. 
I'll      do  Thy  will  with  a  heart  sincere,  I'll  be  wh?vt  you  want  me  to  be. 
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rU  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go— Concluded. 
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I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,dear  Lord, Over  mountain, or  plain, or  sea; 
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11  say  what  you  want  me  to  say , dear  Lord,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
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No.  95. 


Sir  J.  BowRiNG. 


In  the  Cross  of  Christ. 

(RATHBUN.    8s,  7S.) 


Ithamar  Conkey. 
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1.  In     the  cross    of  Christ     I    glo-ry,     Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 

2.  When  the  woes  of  life      o'er-take  me,  Hopes  de-ceive, and  fears  an-noy, 

3.  When  the  sun     of  bliss      is  beaming  Light  and  love  up -on     my  way, 

4.  Bane  and  blessing,  pain    and  pleasure,   By    the  cross  are  sane- ti-fied; 
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All  the  light  of  sa  -  cred  sto-ry  Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
Nev  -  er  shall  the  cross  for  -  sake  me ;  Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
From  the  cross  the  ra-diance  streaming  Adds  more  lus-tre  to  the  day. 
Peace  is  tiiere  that  knows  no     measure,  Joys  that  thro' all  time  a -bide. 
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No.  96. 


Be  a  Sunny  Christian. 


Rev  W.  C.  Martin 
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a  sun-ny,  sun-ny  Christian, Give  the  world  your  brightest  smile; 
a  sun- ny,  sun-ny  Christian,  Be  a  wor-thy  child  of  grace; 
a    sun-ny,  sun-ny  Christian,Show  the  world   a     beaming   face; 
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Let  your  eyes  with  love  be  beaming,  Keep  your  brightness  all  the  while; 
Do  not  let  the  lines  of  troub-le  Mar  the  brightness  of  your  face; 
In   the    life  you  live  for    Je-sus,  Gloom  should  nev-er   have  a   place; 


Do  not  show  the  world  the  tear-drop.  Which  at  times  may  dim  the  eye, 
Fill  the  day  with  deeds  of  kind-ness,  Cheer  some  wea- ry  soul  a -long; 
Let  your  days  be     full   of  glad-ness,     In     the    serv-ice    of  your  Lord; 
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Take  that 
Scatter 
He  will 


se-cret-ly      to    Je-sus,  Who  a  -  lone  the  fount  can  dry. 
ro  -  ses    by    the  wayside,  Light  the  way  with  smile  and  song, 
nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  leave  you,   If    you  lean  up  -  on    His  word. 


Chorus. 
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sun    ny  Christian,  Let   your     face    be     bright     as 
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Be  a  Sunny  Christian — G)ncluded. 
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Let  your  face be  bright  as   day;  Show  the 

Be    a      6un-ny,  sun  -  ny  Christian,  Let  your  face  be  bright  as    day;  Show  the 
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world that  hope  of  heav      -     en  Drives  the  shadows  all  away, 

world  that  hope  of  heaven  Drives  the  shadows  all  away, 
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How  Precious  is  the  Book. 


John  Fawcett. 
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1.  How  precious    is    the   book    di  -  vine,  By   in    -    spi-ra  -  tion  giv'n! 

2.  It  sweet-ly  cheers  our  faint-ing  hearts  In   this    dark  vale     of    tears; 

3.  This  lamp  thro'  all  the   drear  -  y    night  Of  life    shall  guide  our  way, 
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Bright   as    a     lamp  its    doc- trines  shine,  To  guide  our   souls  to 
Life,  light  and   com-fort  it       im  -  parts.  And  calms  our  anx  -  ious 
Till     we    be  -  hold  the  clear  -  er    light   Of  an         e  -  ter  -  nal 


heav'n. 
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No.  98. 


It  is  Well  with  My  Soul 


H.  G.  Spafford. 


P.  P.  Bliss. 


-s^- 


•=^^ 


=t 


ts^: 


1.  When  peace,  like  a      riv  -  er,  at-tend  -  eth  my  way,  When  sor-rows,  like 

2.  Tho'     Sa-tau  should  buf-fet,  tho'  tri-als  should  come,  Let  this  blest  as- 

3.  My      sin, — oh,  the  bliss  of  this  glo  -  ri-oustho't — My  sin — not  in 

4.  And,  Lord,  haste  the  day  when  the  faith  shall  be  sight.  The  clouds  be  rolled 
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sea  -  billows,  roll;  What-ev   -   er    my    lot.  Thou  hast  taught  me 
sur  -  ance  con  -  trol,  That  Christ  hath  re  -  gard  -  ed     my  help  -  less 
part  but  the  whole.    Is  nailed  to    His  cross   and      I    bear      it 
back  as     a    scroll.  The  trump  shall  re-sound,  and  the  Lord  shall 


to 
es- 
no 
de- 


-(SZ- 


-&- 


W^& 


-^      ^      -(2- 


■^  U- 


4=-- r  r. 


^-^=p 


^=^: 


J(2- 


4S- 


.(2- 


::t=i 


J U-t 


Chokus. 


■2^ 


■m — <& — 


-— — L— _pc 


say,      It    is     well,     it      is    well    with  my  soul.    It     is    well  .... 

tate,  And  hath  shed  His  own  blood  for  my  soul, 
more.  Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord,  O  my  soul! 
scend,  "E-ven    so" — it      is    well    with  my  soul.  ^'    i^ 
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with  my  soul,    It  is  well,  it  is  well  with  my  soul. 

well  with   my  soul, 
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Na  99,         Is  Thy  Heart  Right  with  God? 


E.  A.  H. 


Rev.  Elisiia  a.  Hoffman 


fiziv 


^ 


1.  Have  thy  afi'ections  been  nailed  to  the  cross?  Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 

2.  Hast  thou  do-min-ion  o'er  self  and  o'er  sin?    Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 

3.  Is   there  no  more  condemnation   for  sin?     Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 

4.  Are  all  thy  pow'rs  under  Je-sus'  con-trol?     Isthy  heart  right  with  God? 

5.  Art  thou  now  walking  in  heaven's  pure  light?  Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 


#-T# ^ ^- 


-M ^ •- 


^ 


^fct: 
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Dost  thou  count  all  things  for   Je-sus   but  loss?    Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 

O  -  ver  all  e  -  vil  with-out  and  within?  Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 
Does  Je  -  sus  rule  in  the  tem-ple  within?  Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 
Does  He  each  moment  a  -  bide  in  thy  soul?    Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 

Is  thy  soul  wealing  the  garment  of  white?  Is  thy  heart  right  with  God? 


-P — ^ — P- 


# — ^ — • — ^- 
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Chorus. 
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Is  thy  heart  right  with    God,      Washed  in   the  crim  -  son     flood, 

I 


^^^^ 
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Cleansed  and  made  holj- humble  and  lowly,  Right  in  the  sight  of  God? 

of  God? 
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No.  JOO. 


Christ  Rcceiveth  Sinners. 


Charlotte  G.  Homer. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


m^ 
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:a=4v: 


1.  Ye     wea-ry,  hun-gry,  starving  poor,  be -hold    a  feast   is    spread! 

2.  Be  -  hold !  the  host    is   wait-ing,  and    the    day    is    pass-ing      by! 
2.  Fear    not    to  come,there  yet  is   room  and  bread  e-noughfor    thee; 


tt:4zS 


^zfe^0=E^^E^=^ 
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The    ban-quet  hall     is       op   -  en    now,  and  mil-lions  have  been  fed; 

The   most  un  -  wor  -  thy     sin  -  ner    may   in      con -fi-dence  draw^  nigh; 

There's  wel-come   in     the      Fa- ther's  house,  His  boun-ty,     O   how  free! 
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The  young  and  old,  the    high    and    low  may  take  the   liv  -  ing  bread:— 

Then    hes  -  i  -  tate  no    long  -  er,  though  the      i  -  die  scoff- ers  cry: — 

The     in  -  vi  -  ta-tion,  praise  the   Lord!  in-clud-eth    e  -  ven    me: — 
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Chorus. 
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SS^ 
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^TMs  man  re-ceiv-eth   sinners.^^  Thanks  be     to  God!  Praise  the  Lord  for 


such    a   Sav-iour;  Thanks  be    to  God!  For   Christ  re  - ceiv - eth  me. 
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No.  JO  I.       Living  in  the  Bright  Sunshine. 


LiDA  M.  Keck. 


C.  F.  Green. 


1.  Joy  -   fill,    O  joy -fill  are  our  hearts  to   -   day,    Guard  -  ed      and 

2.  Sweet  -  ly,    O  sweet-ly  doth  the  Sav-iour's    love       Ten  -   der  -  ly, 

3.  Clear  -  er  and  brighter  seem  the  skies    to   -  day,    Clouds  have  been 


^=^ 


^^-#- 


guid-ed  by  a  love  di 
glad-ly  round  our  hearts  en 
banished  by     a  hand    di 


•  vine;  Flow-ers  are  blooming  all  the 
twine;  On  -  ward  we  jour-ney  to  our 
■vine;      Life  grows  the  sweet-er    all     a- 
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Chorus. 
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hap  -  py  way,  Liv-ing 
home  a  -  bove,  Liv-ing 
long    the     way,      Liv-ing 

-#-     -0- 


in    the  bright  sun-shine,  "j 

in    the  bright  sun-shine.  >  Liv-ing   in  the 

in    the  bright  sun-shine,  j 
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bright    sun-   shine,....       Liv-ing    in     thebright  sun  -  shine; 

the    bright  sun-shiiie,  the  bright  sunshine; 
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Singing  happy  songs  as  the  days  go  by.  Living  in  the  bright  sunshine. 
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Fm  Going  Home  to  Glory. 


Jennie  Wilson, 


E.  S.  Howard. 


'•^W^'-  ^ 


1.  Be-yond   the  gloom  and  sor-row,    Will  come     a   glad     to-mor-row, 

2.  I'll    walk,  with -out     re-pin-lng,    The   way     of  God's    de-sign-ing, 

3.  Where  souls  redeemed  are  dwelling,    In     rapt  -  ure  past     all    tell  -  ing, 
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go  -  ing  home    to    glo  -  ry,    by 
go  -  ing  home    to    glo  -  ry,    by 
go  -  ing  home    to    glo  -  ry,    by 
,.       m       m.      ^       f^'      f^      m. 
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and 
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by, 
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(by     and   by;) 
(by     and  by;) 
(by     and   by;) 
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Bright  gleams,  my  path    a-dorn-ing.  Fore- tell    that  gold  -en  morn -ing. 

Re  -  leased  from  earth-ly  cross -es,  With  rich      re  -  ward  for   loss  -  es, 

Where  sor  -  row  com  -  eth  nev  -  er,  With  Christ   to    live    for  -  ev  -  er. 
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ing  home    to    glo  -  ry,   by     and       by,      (by     and 
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Chorus. 
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I'm      go 
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ing  home    to    glo  -  ry,    by     and       by,      (by     and 
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Fm  Going  Home  to  Glory — Concluded. 
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I'm       go  -  ing  home    to    glo  -  ry,    by     and       by,      (by    and   by,) 
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Where  sor  -  row  com  ■ 
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er,   With  Christ    to   live 
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I'm      go  -  ing  home    to    glo  -  ry,    by     and 
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No.  103. 


Come  Unto  Me. 


i/    1/    • 

1.  Come  un  -  to  me,  when  shadows  darkly  gath-er,  When  the  sad  heart  is 

2.  Large  are  the  mansions  in  thy  Father's  dwelling.Glad  are  the  homes  that 

3.  There,  like  an  E  -  den  blos-som-ing  in  gladness,  Bloom  the  fair  flow'rs  the 

-^ P-l-^— ^    I    r       ^ ^ ^1— F a-i^« — ^ 
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Fine. 


J). S. -Come  un-to     me,  and 
Soft  are  the  tones  which 
Come  un-to    me,  and 
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^^S 


-t&- 


f^-t 


-      .      -      -^-    -sf- 
wea-ry  and  distressed;  Seeking  for  com-fort  from  your  heav'nly  Father, 

sor-rows  nev-er   dim;  Sweet  are  the  harps  in    ho  -  ly    mu  -  sic  swelling, 

earth  too  rude-ly  pressed;  Come  un-to  me,    all    ye  who  droop  in  sad-ness. 


^     ^     \^       V  \        ^     y       \        \ 


i   will  give  you  rest. 

raise  the  heav'nly  hymn. 

I   will  give  you  rest. 
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No.  J04. 


Wonderful  Peace. 


Rev.  W.  D.  Cornell.  Alt. 

IS     s       ^ 


Rev.  W.  G.  Cooper. 
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1.  Far      a -way      in   the  depths  of   my  spir  -  it 

2.  What  a   treas  -  nre    I    have     in   this  wonder 

3.  I      am   rest  -  ing    to-night    in   this  won-der 

4.  And  me-thinks  when  I    rise      to  that  Cit  -  y 

5.  Ah!       soul,    are  you  here   with-out  com-fort 

^^  ^     I        Nil        N     I 


to  night,   Rolls   a 
ful  peace,  Bur  -  ied 
ful  peace,  Rest-  ing 
of  peace,  Where  the 
or  rest,    Marching 
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mel  -  o  -dy  sweet-er  than  psalm;  In  ce  -  les  -  tial-like strains  it  un- 
deep  in  the  heart  of  my  soul ;  So  se  -  cure  that  no  pow  -  er  can 
sweet-ly  in  Je  »  sus' con -trol;  For  I'm  kept  from  all  dan-ger  by 
Au  -  thor  of  peace  I  shall  see.  That  one  strain  of  the  song  which  the 
down  the  rough  pathway  of  time?     Make      Je  -  sus  your  Friend  ere  the 

N^  ^     I       ^     I       I       ^     I 
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ceas-ing  -  ly   falls      O'er  my  soul,  like  an     in  -  fi  -  nite      calm, 
mine  it      a  -  way,  While  the  years    of      e  -  ter    ni  -  ty        roll, 
night  and  by   day.     And  His  glo  -   ry      is  flood-ing  my       soul, 
ransomed  will  sing,    In   that  heav  -  en  -  ly  king-dom  shall    be: 
shadows  grow  dark ;  Oh,    ac-cept    of    this  peace  so  sub   -    lime. 
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Chorus. 


jv— ^" 


-^—^- 


i= 


-f^r 


i 


i 


^— ^ 


-° M 1    *!     J       -zt'-^-r»—-0    g,      \  -fr 


Peace!  peace!  wonderful  peace, Coming  down  from  the  Father  a-bove;  Sweep 
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Wonderful  Peace — Concluded* 


o- vermy  spir-it  for-ev -er,   I  pray,  la    fathomless  billows  of    love. 
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No.  105. 


Holy,  Holy,  Holy! 


Reginald  Heber,  D.  D. 


Rev.  John  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly,      Lord  God    Al- might- y!     Ear-ly     in     the 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly!     all  the  saints  a- dore  Thee,  Casting  down  their 

3.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho-  ly!  tho' the  darkness  hide  Thee,  Tho' the  eye  of 

4.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,  ho  -  ly.      Lord  God   Al-might-y!  All  Thy  works  shall 
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morn  -  ing  our  songs  shall  rise  to  Thee;      Ho-ly,  ho-ly, 

golden  crowns  around  the  glass-  y    sea;      Cher-u  -  bim  and 

sin-ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry   may  not  see;        On  -  ly  Thou  art 

praiseThyname,in  earth, and sky,and sea;   Ho-ly,  ho-ly, 
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mer-ci  -  ful  and  might-y!  God  in  Three  Per-sons,  blessed  Trin-i  -  ty ! 
fall-ing  down  before  Thee, Wliich  wert.and  art,and  evermore  shalt  be. 
there  is  none  be-side  Thee,  Per  -  feet  in  pow'r,  in  love, and  pu  -  ri  -  ty. 
mer-ci  -  ful  and  raight-y!     God  in  Three  Per-sons,  blessed  Trin-i  -  ty! 
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Na  106, 


The  Blood  of  Jesus. 


2(i  and  3d  stanzas  by  C.  D.  E 
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Arr.  by  C.  D.  Emerson. 
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1.  We'll  shout  and  sing, make  heaven  ring  with  prais-es     to     our  King, 

2.  In       cheer-ful   lays  our  voi  -  ces  raise  to     Him  our  songs  of  praise; 

3.  His     name  so  sweet,  His  love  complete,  we  own,  and  kiss  His  feet; 
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Who  bled  and  died,  was  cru  -  ci  -  fied,  that  He  might  par  -  don  bring; 
We  loud  proclaim  His  bless-ed  name. and  won  -  ders  of  His  ways. 
To      pu  -  ri  -  fy    and  sane -ti  -  fy.  His   prom  -   is   -  es      are  meet; 
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His   blood  can  save      a      soul,     can  cleanse  and  make  it    whole- 
While  this,  the  sto    -   ry    sweet,    we      joy  -  ful   -  ly  re  -  peat — 
All      glo  -  ry  to       His  name,  with  rap  -  ture    we  pro  -  claim- 
-#-      -•-      -#-      -•-      -•- 
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The  blood    of       Je  -  sus    cleans-eth  white  as  snow,  white  as  snow. 
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Chorus. 
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The  blood  of  Jesus  cleanseth  white  as  snow ,  white  as  snow.  The  blood  of  Jesus 
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The  Blood  of  Jesus — Concluded. 
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cleaiiseth  white  as  snow, 
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white  as  snow 
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;  I    bless  the  hap-py   day  when  He 
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washed  my  sins  away, The  blood  of  Jesus  cleanseth  white  as  snow,  white  as  snow. 
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No.  J07. 
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There  is  a  Fountain. 


W.    COWPER. 

;c: 


Lowell  Mason. 


aESis^ 


-*=--^ 


A-m-i-m  ' m ^—m—m — UL-^^ ■ 


I  I  I  "^ 

1.  There  is         a   fountain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Immannel's  veins, 

2.  The    dy  -  ing  thief   re-joiced    to     see  That  foun-tain    in     his     day; 

3.  Dear  dy  -  ing  Lamb!  Thy  precious  blood  Shall  nev  -  er      lose  its   pow'r, 

4.  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I     saw   the  stream  Thy  flowing  wounds  sup-ply, 

5.  Then, in       a      no  -  bier,  sweet- er   song.   111  sing   Thy  pow'r  to    save, 
1^   -#-•     -0-    -#-  _  .     -•-     -•-       1^   -•-•     -•-    -o-       ^ 
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And    sin-ners  plunged  beneath  that  flood, Lose  all    their  guilt-y    stains. 
And  there  may    I,    tho'  vile     as      he,  Wash  all     my    sins  a  -  way. 
Till     all     the  ransomed  Church  of  God  Are  saved,  to     sin    no  more. 
Re-  deem -ing  love  has  been  my  theme,  And  shall  be     till     I      die. 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stamm'ring  tongue  Lies  si  -  lent    in   the  grave. 
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Lose  all  their  guilt  -  y 
Wash  all  my  sins  a 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no 
And  shall  be     till       I 


stains.  Lose     all     their  guilt-y     stains; 

way,....  Wash   all       my  sins  a   -   Avay; 

more.  Are  saved,   to  sin  no    more; 

die, And   shall    be  till    I        die; 


Lies  si  -  lent    in      the     grave.  Lies      si  -   lent    in    the  grave; 
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No,  J  08. 


I  Must  TcII  Jesus. 


E.  A.  H. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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bear  these  bur-dens  a  -  lone;     In  my  dis-tress  He  kind-ly  will  help  me; 
kind,  com-pas-sion-ate  Friend;  If    I    but  ask  Him,  He  will  de-liv  -  er, 
help   my   bur-dens  to  bear;      I  must  tell  Je  -  sus,    I  must  tell  Je  -  sus, 
heart  is   tempted     to  sin!         I  must  tell  Je  -sus,  and  He  will  help  me 


He    ev  -  er  loves  and  cares  for  His  own 
Makeof  my  troubles  quickly  an 
He    all  my  cares  and  sorrows  wi 
O-  ver  the  world  the  vic-t'ry  to   win 
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sus!      I     can -not  bear  my    bur-dens  a-  lone; 
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Je  -  sus,    i  must  tell  Je-sus!  Je-sus  can  help  me,  Je-sus  a 


lone. 
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No.  J09. 


Love  Divine. 


Charles  Wesley. 


John  Zundel. 
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1.  Love    di-vine,  all   love    ex- eel -ling,  Joy  of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down! 

2.  Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spir  -  it     In  -  to     ev  - 'ry  troubled  breast! 

3.  Come,  Al-might-y      to      de-liv-er,   Let    us    all    Thy  life    re-ceive; 

4.  Fin  -  ish,  then,  Thy  new   ere -a-tion;  Pure  and  spot-less    let    us      be; 
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Fix    in     us    Thy  hum-ble  dwelling;   All  Thy  faithful  mer-cies  crown. 
Let    us     all     in     Thee  in-  her  -  it,      Let    us    find  that  sec  -  ond  rest. 
Sud-den  -  ly     re  -  turn,  and  nev-er,     Nev-  er-more  Thy  temples  leave; 
Let    us     see  Thy   great  sal-va  -  tion.   Per- feet -ly     re-stored  in  Thee. 


* 


^^fcfc 


n 


-^•^g^ 


^ 


¥ 


^i 


Je  -sus.  Thou  art   all  com-pas- sion,  Pure,  un-bound-ed  love  Thou  art; 
Take  a  -  way  our  bent  to    sin-ning;    Al  -  pha  and   O  -  me  -  ga     be; 
Thee  we  would  be    al-ways  bless-ing.  Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  a  -  bove, 
Changed  from  glo- ry    in  -  to    glo  -  ry.    Till    in  heav'n  wetakeour  place, 
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Vis  -it     us  with  Thy   sal-va -tion;   En-ter    ev  - 'ry  trembling  heart. 
End  of   faith,  as     its     be-gin-ning.   Set  our  hearts  at    lib  -  er  -  ty. 
Pray  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing,    Glo  -  ry      in   Thy  per  -  feet  love. 
Till  we   cast  our  crowns  before  Thee,  Lost  in   won-der,  love,  and  praise. 
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Na  no. 


My  Shepherd. 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 


(FIRST  PART  MAY  BE  SUNG  AS  A  SOl,0.) 


C.  F.  Green. 
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1.  The  still     wa-ters  flow  where  He  lead  -  eth     me,    By  streams  of  His 

2.  The  word    of    the  Lord     is       a     pas  -  ture  green,    A      rich  and  un- 

3.  My   Shepherd   re  -  stor  -  eth    my  wea  -  ry     soul,    Re  -  vives  when  I 
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grace  I       a  -  bide;  From  fear     of   the  foe       I      am  now  wholly  free, 

fail  -  ing  sup -ply;  Each  need    of  my  soul     by    the  Shepherd  is  seen; 

faint  by   the   way;  He  bind-ethmy Avoundsand  He  mak-eth  mewhole; 
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Duet.  Alto  and  Tenor. 


I 
And  rest,  sweetly  rest  by  His  side.  Tho'  toil  may  be  mine,  and  a  load  to  bear, 
No  want  doth  He  ev  -  er  deny.  Yea,tho'  I  should  walk  in  the  deep.dark  vale^ 
I  shall  from  His  side  never  stray.  No  grief  is  so  dark  as  to  hide  His  face. 
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His  rod  and  His  staff  are  my  stay;  Tho' clouds  shade  my  pathway,  yet 
I'll  know  ne'er  a  doubt  nor    a    fear;    And  tho'    ev  - 'ry  friend  and  corn- 
No  pain  but  He  helps  me  to    bear;  Each  step    of    the  way   He  sup- 
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why  should  I  care,  Since  He  leadethmeall  the  way.    ) 

pan-ion  should  fail,     I  know  that  my  Saviour  is  near.  \  My  Shepherd  is  He, 

plies  me  with  grace.  And  lifts  from  my  heart  ev'ry  care.  } 
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My  Shepherd — Concludled. 
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when   I  wake  or  sleep,  He leadeth  my  soul  in  the   way;     No  foe  can  as- 
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saif,  for  a  watch  He  doth  keep;  He  guards  me  by  night  and  by  day. 
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Rock  of  Ages. 

(TOPI^ADY.    7S.) 
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1.  Rock  of     A  -  ges,  cleft  for    me,      Let  me  hide    my-self  in    Thee; 
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D.C — Be    of    sin    the  doub-le   cure,  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
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Let  the    wa  -    ter  and  the  blood,  From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 
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Could  my  tears  forever  flow. 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 

P.  P.— 8. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 
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No.  n2.         Do  Your  Very  Best  To-day. 


Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 


C.  F.  Green. 


-V^- 


i±Em 


-- &- 


t--:X 


Si tJ- 


1.  Are      you  look  -  iug   for  -  ward  to  some  cherished  time.  Missing  dai  -  ly 

2.  Prize   the    pre-cious  moments  while  they're  passing  by;  Fill  them  full  of 

3.  Make  your  life       a    bless -ing   time  can  ne'er  destroy;  Let  some  no-ble 

4.  Grasp  the  gold  -  en    mo  -  men ts,  for  they  will  not  stay ;  Life    is  swift-ly 
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mu  -  sic  for    some  dis-tant  chime;  Scorn -ing  all      the  pres  -  ent 

lov  -  ing  deeds  that  can  -  not  die;       Win  some  souls  for    Je    -    sus, 

call  -  ing  all    your  time    em -ploy;    Then    no    sad      re-grets    will 

fad  -  ing  to       the  twi  -  light  gray,      But      a  grand   en  -  deav  -  or 
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the    way. 

Do 
Do 
Do 
Do 

your  ver  - 
your  ver  - 
your  ver  - 
your  ver  - 
-•-     -•-• 

-1 —       H —  , 

y     best 
y     best 
y     best 
y     best 
-#-     -•- 

to 

to 

to 

to 

-•- 
-1— 

-  day. 

-  day. 
■    day. 

-  day. 

h2-- 

/v^4    k  •      p      ' 

u     T 

u      1 

'    1               1 

pj-Jfii  r       n     » • 

"     1 

Yi     \j 

y 

i^   •      ^      I 

v-^^tt  L^       W      1 

J     1 

V 

1/          V 

1/       1 

1 

1              •^      1 

tr  ^       "      [/ 

7 

LI 1 

Chorus. 


m 


^-i: 


-iS'-^- 


-S- 


-0— 


^=r 


•25<- 


s 


Do  your  ver  -  y  best    to  -  day.  Do  your  ver  -  y  best    to  -  day; 

to-day,  to-day; 
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Do  Your  Very  Best  To-day — Concluded. 
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Just  the  present  moment  is  the  golden  time,  Do  your  very  best  to  -  day. 
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No.  US.      Hark^  the  Voice  of  Jesus  Calling. 


Daniel  March. 


Spanish  Melody. 
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1.  Hark,  the  voiceofJe-sus  call  -  ing,  "Who  will  go  and  work  to-day? 

2.  Let  none  hear  you  i-dlysay  -  ing,  "There  is  nothing  I  can    do," 
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Fields  are  white,  and  harvests  waiting,  Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away?" 
While  the  souls  of  men  are  dy  -  ing,  And  the  Mas-ter  calls  for  you; 
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Loud  and  long  the  Master  call  -  eth,  Rich  re  -  ward  He  of-fers     free; 
Take  the  task  He  gives  you,  gladly;  Let  His    work  your  pleasure  be; 
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Who  will  an  -  swer,  gladly  say  -  ing,  "Here  am  I,  send  me,  send 
An -swer  quickly  when  He  call  -  eth,  "Here  am  I,  send  me,  send 
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Na  lU.     When  the  Roll  is  Called  Up  Yonder, 


J.  M.  B. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  When    the  trumpet  of  the  Lord  shall  sound, and  time  shall  be  no  more, 

2.  On  that  brightaudcloudlessmorning,when  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise, 

3.  Let      us      la  -  bor  for  the  Mas-ter  from  the  dawn  till  set  -  ting  sun. 
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And  the  morning  breaks,  eternal, bright, and  fair;  When  thesaved  of  earth  shall 
And  the  glo-ry  of  His  res-ur-rec-tion  share;  When  His  cho-sen  ones  shall 
Let  us  talk  of  all  His  wondrous  love  and  care, Then  when  all  of  life  is 
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gath  -  er      o   -    ver  on      the  oth  -  er  shore.  And  the  roll  is  called  up 

gath  -  er     to    their  home  be- yond  the  skies.  And  the  roll  is  called  up 

o   -  ver,  and    our  work  on  earth     is  done,  And  the  roll  is  called  up 
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yon-der,  I'll  be  there.  When  the    roll is  called  up  yon 

yon-der,  I'll  be  there, 
yon-der  I'll  be  there.  When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder.ril  be  there, 
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When  the  Roll  is  Called  Up  Yondef — Gjnclwded. 


n  s  1    ^      x' 

^ ^ 

i^     N       J^ 

y  ,   ^    k                      N 

-^      ''                 "^  ^ 

_p      _i^ 

_^                1           ^    1 

/if)     H^  '^    •          • 

S                f  • 

«  J .  «i 

1^ 

«         f  '      S 

rt\P  t?     •  •      # 

«     €  .    • 

f         »  .      •      1 

Ik) 

1      ^^ — ^   IJ 

-|                 -     1      ^',    1 
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roll is  called  up  yon-der,  When  the  roll  is  called  up  yonder,I'll  be  there. 

Wheu  the  roll  is  called  up  yon  -  der, 
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There's  a  wide-ness  in  God's  mer-cy,  Like  the   -u  ideness 
There  is    wel-come  for  the    sin-ner,  And  more  gra  -  ces 
For     the  love  of     God  is   broad-er  Than  the   meas-ure 


of    the    sea; 
for    the  good; 
of  man's  mind; 
If        our  love  were  but  more  sim-ple,  We  should  take  Him  at    His  word; 
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There's  akind-ness     in    His  jus-tice, Which  is  more  than  lib  -  er  -  ty. 
There  is    mer-cy    \\'ith  the  Sav-iour;  There  is  heal-ing    in    His  blood. 

And  the  heart  of       the  E  -  ter  -  nal    Is  most  won -der -ful  -  ly    kind. 

And  our  lives  would  be   all   sun-shine  In    the  sweet-ness   of   our   Lord. 
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No.  M6. 

Dr.  BoNAR. 


The  Cross. 


J.  R.  Dunham. 
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1.  The  cross,  it  standeth    fast,     Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!      hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!   De- 

2.  It        is     the  old  cross  still,     Hal-le  -  lu -jah!      hal-le  -  lu -jah!    Its 

3.  'Twas  here  the  debt  was  paid,    Hal-le  -  lu -jah!      hal-le -lu -jah!  Our 
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fy  -  ing  ev  -  'ry  blast,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jiih  for  the  cross!  The  winds  of 
triumphs  let  us  tell,  Hal-le  -lu-jah  for  the  cross!  The  grace  of 
sins  on    Je-sus    laid,    Hal-le  -  lu -jah  for    the  cross!   So  'round  the 
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hell  have  blown,  The  world  its  hate  hath  shown.  Yet  'tis  not  o  -  ver-thrown, 
God  here  shown.  Thro'  Christ,  the  blessed  Son,  Who  did  for  sin      a  -  tone, 
cross  we  sing       Of  Christ,  our  of  -  fer  -  ing, — Of  Christ,  our  liv  -  ing  King, 
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Hal-le-lu  -  j  ah  for  the  cross ! 

^^  -^  ^  -^ 

Hal-le 
#    • 

•lu-jah!  hal-1  e- 

lu-jah!   Itm 

j'er  shall  suffer 

/m\'V^     1      i 

»    •    P    1    1  r      IP    P 

k  '(^    k  k 

J      1      !      1  - 

(?J«3    L  _L 

1       •     r     ^     1^  •   1:       1 

M       a       M       M 

Kl^     »— !• 

"^"            1           II/    L^ 

i    1      [/  [/ 

III 

-■   r    1     1  - 

u  U  ' 

-r          1           1                  1    1               ^t>>        if 

L^-^— ^ — 1 

LP-^-l-^-l 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Chas.  H.  Gabriel.    J.  M.  Black,  owner. 

(118) 


The  Cross— 0)ncluded, 
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loss.     Hal-le-lu  -jab!    hal-le -In -jah!  Hal -le-lu-jah  for  the  cross! 
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No.  117. 


Wni.  P.  Mack  AY. 
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Revive  Us  Again. 


J.  J.  Husband. 
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1.  We  praise  Thee,  O  God!  for  the  Son   of    Thy  love,  For       Je  -  sus  who 

2.  We  praise  Thee,  O  God!  for  Thy  Spirit      of    light,  Who  has  shown  us  our 

3.  All    glo-ry    and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain.  Who  has  borne  all  our 

4.  lie  -  vive  us      a  -  gain;  fill  each  heart  Avith  Thy  love;  May  each  soul  be  re- 
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Refrain. 
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died    and  is     now  gone    a  -  bove.  , 

S""!" '*''![  and  seat -tered  our  night.  U^^  ,  ^^  .  lu  -  jah!  Thine    the 

sins,    and  has  cleansed  ev -ry   stain,  i                               ■' 

kin  -  died  with  fire    from      a  -  bove. 
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glo  -  ry;    Hal  -  le- lu  -  jah!      a -men! 
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No.  n8.       Leaning  on  Jesus,  Blessed  Redeemer. 


C.  H.  G. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


N-nJ 


1.  Leaning  on  Je-sus,  blessed  Redeemer,  Casting  on  Him  all  the  cares  of  the 

2.  Leaning  on  Je-sus,  blessed  Redeemer,  Trusting  in  Him  glad-ly   onward  I 

3.  Leaning  on  Je-sus,  blessed  Redeemer,  Singing  His  love  I   will  trav-el     a- 

3  ' ~V^  3  _       3 
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day;  Faith-ful-ly  foil -' wing  wher-ev  -  er  He  lead -eth,  Glad  is  my 
move;  Sor-row  is  lost  in  the  joy  of  His  presence, — Even  the 
long;     In    the  dark    val  -  ley       of   shadows    I'll  praise  Him,  Jesus,  my 


heart,  and  bright  is     the   way.  \ 

night      is  bright  with  His  love.  >■  Leaning  on  Je       -      sus,  leaning  on 

hope,    my    joy    and   my  song.'  Leaning  on  Je-sus, 
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Je       -        sus.         Singing  His       praise  the  whole  day    long; 

lean  -  ingj  on  Je  -  sus,  Singing  His  praise 


Copyright,  1900,  by  J.  M.  Black. 
(120) 


Leaning  on  Jesos,  Blessed  Redeemer— Concloded* 
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He  is  my  Ref uge,niy  Lord  and  Redeemer,  Jesus,my  hope,  my  joy  and  my  song. 


No.  M9. 

Arr.  p.  p.  B. 


When  My  Saviour  I  Shall  Sec. 


p.  p.  BiLHORN. 


1.  When  my  Sav  -  ioiir      I    shall  see,  In       His     glo  -  rious  like-ness 

2.  When  I'm  whol  -  ly    freed  from  sin,  Spot -less,  clean   and  pure  with- 

3.  When  my  feet    shall  press  the  shorq  Trod   by      an   -  gels'  feet    be  - 

4.  Oh,       till  then     be      this    my  care,  More  His     im   -  age  blest  to 


be, 

in, 

fore, 

bear, 
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Clad  in  robes    by     love  sup  -  plied.  Then  shall  I  be  sat  -  is  -  fied. 

Meet  to  stand    by      Je  -  sus'    side,  Then  shall  I  be  sat  -  is  -  fied. 

Near  to     liv  -  ing  streams  that  glide,  Then  shall  I  be  sat  -  is  -  fied. 

More  to   con  -  quer    self    and  pride.  So      shall  I  be  sat -is -fied. 
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Chorus.  ,. 
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is  -  fied   with  love     di  -  vine. 
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Sat   -  is  -  fied,  since  Christ  is 
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be  sat 

^ 
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in    Him    .sup -plied,  Then  shall  I 
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No.  120, 


Tell  Me  the  Gospel  Story. 


Rev.  Elisha  a.  Hoffman. 


E.  S.  HOWAKD 


^-^ 


i^^Et^^ 


1.  Tell  me  the  sto-ry  sweety  Whispei-  it  o'er  and  o'er,  I      long  to  hear  the 

3.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  dear,  Breathing  of  life  and  peace,  No  words  can  be  to 

3,  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  old,      Old-en  yet  ev -er  new;  The    sto-ry    of  the 

-ft-  ^ 


words  Repeated  ev-er-more;  It  doth  within  my  heart  Tender  e-mo-tions  move; 

me  As  comforting  as  these.  Like  strains  of  holy  song,  Wafted  from  heav'n  above; 

Christ,  So  beautiful  and  true.  As  years  are  passing  on,  More  of  God's  love  I  prove; 
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The     sto  -  ry  sweet    to    me      re  -  peat     Of       Je  -  sus  and  His  love. 
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Chorus. 
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Tell  me  the  sim-  pie  sto  -  ry.     It   doth  my  heart 

-A-     -A-     ..A.     .«-  .  -M. 


so  strange-ly  move ;  The 
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sto  -  rv  sweet  to  me    re-peat   Of    Je-sus  and  His  love.     Jesus  and  His  love. 
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No.  121.   There^s  Cleansing  in  the  Precious  Blood. 


I.  N. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  O     has-ten   now   to    Calv'ry's  moun-tain, There's  cleansing  in  the 

2.  "Come  now, to-geth  -  er  let  us  rea-son,"  There's  cleansing  in  the 
8.  Your  heart  is  full  of  sin  and  sad-ness,  There's  cleansing  in  the 
4.   At     morn-ing,noon, and  night  I'm  sing  -  ing, There's  cleansing  in  the 
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pre-cious 
pre-cious 
pre-cious 
pre-cious 
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blood;  And  plunge  in  -to  the  flow  -  ing  foun-tain,  There's 
blood;  Although  your  sins  be  red  like  crim- son,  There's 
blood;  In  Je  -  sus  there  is  joy  and  glad-ness,  There's 
blood;     O       let      us    keep  the    an  -  them  ring  -  ing,  There's 
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Chorus. 
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cleansing 
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the   pre  -  cious  blood.  There's  cleansing  in  the 
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blood,  Plunge  now  beneath  thecrim-son      flood;  Con  -  fess-ing  all  your 
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to        Je  -  sus,  There's  cleansing    in       the  pre    cious  blood. 
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No.  J  22. 


God  is  a  Refuge. 


Anna  H.  Woodrooff. 


A [- 
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J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  God    is      a     ref  -  uge,   a    shel-ter    in  troub- le,    Trust  in    His 

2.  God    is      a     ref  -  uge,    a     sol  -  ace    in    sor  -  row,  Trust  in    His 

3.  God    is      a      ref  -  uge,    O  soul     to   Him  fly  -  ing,  Trust  Him,  He 
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care,  for  He  walks  by  thy  side;  Shar-ing  thy  burdens,  thy  joys  He  doth 
wis-dom,  His  tender  con- trol;  He  will  not  fail  thee  to-day,  nor  to- 
loves  thee,and  He  will  prevail;  Trust  in    Him   ev  -  er,  when  liv-ing,  when 


fet^I^ 


SzEE=t=»=K- 


doub  -  le,    Trust  in    Je 

mor  -  row,  Trust  in    Je 

dy  -  ing,  Trust  in    Je 


ho  -  vah,  what  -  ev  -  er  be  -  tide, 
ho  -  vah,  the  strength  of  thy  soul, 
ho  -   vah,    His     love    can- not       fail. 


Chorus. 
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Ti-ust  in    Je  -  ho 

Tnict    in      Je 


vah,  trust  in     Je  -  ho      -      vah, 

-  ho   -  vah,  trust  in    Je  -  ho  - 
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Rock  of    thy    ref  -  uge, 


and  He  shall  pre -vail;         "When  in    the 
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God  is  a  Refuge — G>ncluded. 
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sunshine,  or  in  the  shadow,  Trust  in  Je-  ho-  vah,  His  love  cannot  fall. 
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No.  J23. 


Pass  Me  Not. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


William  II.  Doane. 
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1.    Pass  me  not,    O  gen -tie    Sav-iour,  Hear  my  humble  cry;     "While  on 
3.     Let  me  at     a  throne  of   mer-cy     Find   a  sweet  re -lief;     Kneel-ing 

3.  Trust-ing  on  -  ly   in    Thy  mer  -  it,  "Would  I  seek  Thy  face;    Heal   my 

4.  Thou  the  Spring  of  all   my  com- fort,More  than  life  to    me,   "Whom  have 
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Chorus. 
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oth-ers  Thou  art  smil-ing,    Do   not  pass  me  by, 
there  in  deep  con  -  tri  -  tion.  Help  my  un  -  be -lief, 
wounded,  bro-  ken  spir  -  it,    Save  me  by  Thy  grace. 
I     on  earth  beside  Thee?  "Whom  in  heav'n  but  Thee? 


Saviour,  Saviour, 
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Hear  my  humble  cry,  "While  on  others  Thou  art  calling,  Do  not  pass  me  by. 
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No.  J24. 


He's  Coming  By  and  By. 


Lizzie  Akers. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  The  bells  of  hope  ring    in 

2.  It    may  be    at     the     e  ■ 

3.  So,  watching,  pray-ing,  toil 


my  soul,  And,  oh,  how  sweet  their  chime! 
ven-tide,  My  Lord  will  come  for    me; 
ing  on, Still  cheered  by  hope's  sweet  bells. 
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Their  song  keeps  ring-ing  day      by   day.  Thro'  bus  -  y  work -ing  time. 
Or  that  the    si  -  lent  midnight  hour.  His    cho  -  sen   time  will  be 
I    jour-ney    to      the  Beu-lah  land  Where  joy    for-  ev  -   er  dwells. 
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Tho'  wea  -  ry  oft  with  toil  and  care,  Tho'  oft  for  rest  I  sigh. 
He  gen  -  tly  bids  me  watch  and  wait.  When  un  -  to  Him  I  cry; 
I   catch  a  glimpse  of    Canaan's  shore,  My  home  be-yond    the  sky; 
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Hope's  bells  my  faint -ing  spir  -  it  cheer,  He's  coming  by  and 
And  tunes  my  heart  to  hope's  re-frain.  He's  coming  by  and 
All     glo  -  ry      to      His    precious  name!  He's  coming  by  and 
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by. 
by. 


E 


& 
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He's  com-ing      by     and       by.      He's   com-ing      by     and 
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He's  Coming  By  and     By— Concluded 
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The    bells    of  hope  ring    in      my  soul,  He's  coming  by  and  by. 
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No.  125. 


While  Jesus  Whispers. 


Will.  E.  Witter. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 


1.  While    Je-sus  whis-pers  to   you,  Come,  sinner,  come!  While  we  are 

2.  Are     you  too  heav  -  y      la -den?  Come,  sinner,  come!    Je    -  sus  will 

3.  Oh,     hear  His  ten  -  der  pleading,  Come,  sinner,  come!  Come   and  re - 
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pray  -  ing  for  you.  Come,  sinner,  come!  Now  is  the  time  to  own  Him, 
bear  your  bur -den.  Come,  sinner,  come!  Je-sus  will  not  de-ceive  you, 
ceive   His  bless-ing.  Come,  sinner,  come!  While  Jesus  whispers  to    you, 
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Come,  sinner,  come!  Now  isthe  time  to  know  Him,Come,sinner,come! 
Come,  sinner,  come!  Je  -  sus  can  now  redeem  you.  Come, sinner, come! 
Come,  sinner,  come!  While  we  are  praying  for  you,  Come,sinner.come.' 
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No.  J26. 


Not  Ashamed  of  Jesus. 


Joseph  Grigg. 

Duet  for  Tenor  and  Contralto. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


IZt 


e: 


lizn^ 


^-^ 


■1  ^  ^  *-#- 


4S- 


:^ 


-^-^- 


-•-•^ 


U'  ^  U  1/ 


b  1/  I  u 


^     J?  ^  ^  ^  ^   ^    ^ 

Je  -  sus,  and  shall it  ev  -  er    be, A  mor-tal  man 

Ashamed  of  Je     -     -      sus!  soon-er  far Let eve-ning blush.  .. . 

Ashamed  of  Je    -    -      sus!  just  as  soon Let  midnight  be 

Ashamed  of  Je    -     -      sus!  yes,  I   may, When  I've  no  guilt 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ev-er  be,  A  mortal  man 
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1/  u  u*  1/     ^      ^ 
a-shamed  of  Thee? ....  Ashamed  of  Thee, . 

to  own  her  star; He  sheds  the  beams 

a-shamed  of  noon; 'Tis  midnight  with . 

to  wash     a -way, No  tear  to    wipe, . 


ashamed  of  Thee? 


Ashamed  of  Thee 


whom  angels  praise, .... 

of  light  di  -  vine 

my  soul  till  He, 

no  good  to     crave,  .... 

whom  angels  praise, 

l>      S      N       I 


-/ 


=^— ^= 


■*-•-•- 


:tz±zk:zb:z^ 


-^-^ 


4 1 \- ■ 


-i — I — I — ^ 

^  y  y  V 


—I- 


:=1=tit 


Chorus. 
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Whose  glo-ries  shine  thro'  end-less     days? 
O'er    this   be-night-ed   soul    of     mine. 
Bright  Morning  Star,  bids  darkness  flee. 
No    fears    to   quell,  no  soul    to      save. 

Whose  gloriesshine  thro'  endless  days? 
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nev  -  er,     I    nev  -  er  will      be, For  my    dear 

nev  -  er,       I      nev  -  er     will       be,       I        nev  -  er      will     be,  For 
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Not  Ashamed  of  Jesus — Concluded. 
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me;  

not       a -shamed    of     me; 
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Sun  of  My  Soul. 
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Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear,  It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near; 
When  the  soft  dews  of  kind  -  ly  sleep  My  wea-  ry  eye-lids  gen-tly  steep, 
A  -  bide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve.  For  with-out  Thee  I  can-not  live; 
If  some  poor  wand'ring  child  of  Thine  Have  spurned, to-day, the  voice  di-vine, 
Watch  by  the  sick;  en-rich  the  poor  With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store; 
Come  near  aud  bless  us  when  we  wake,  Ere  thro'  the  world  our  way  we  take; 
0-0-  ^      _  ,      -•--•-    -0-  -i5>-       -0-  -<S-    -0-  -G>-' 
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O    may   no  earth-born  cloud  a-rise    To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  ej'es! 
Be     my  last  tho't,  how  sweet  to  rest  For -ev  -  er  on   my  Saviour's  breast. 
A -bide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh.  For  with-out  Thee  I    dare  not  die. 
Now,  Lord, the  gracious  work  begin;  Let  him    no  more  lie  down  in   sin. 
Be    ev-'ry  mourners  sleep  to-night,  Like  infant's  slumbers, pure  and  light. 
Till,  in    the  o  -  cean  of  Thy  love,  We  lose  our-selves  in  heav'n  a-bove. 
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No,  128.  The  Lord  Answers  Prayer, 


Charlotte  G.  Homer. 


=t 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 

-| fS N 


4=J: 


ifi 


1.  When  the    soul    is     oppressed  by     the  heat    of    the   day,   And  the 

2.  When  the    sunshine   of    glad-ness     is    flood -ing  the  soul,  When  the 

3.  When  the  temp-est     is    wild -est  and  storm- winds  are  high,  When  the 
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clouds  of  con -ten -tion  hang    o-ver   the  way;  When  we  faint 'neath  the 
waves  of  temp- ta- tion  like  sea -bil- lows  roll;  When  the  path- way   is 
wa-ters  are  calm  as     the  stars  in    the    sky:  When  our  breaking  hearts 
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bur -den  He  has  called  us    to    bear,  There  is  joy  in  be-liev-ing  the 

lost    in      the        tu- mult  of    care,  There  is   joy. in  be-liev-ing  the 

cry  from   the     depths  of    de-spair.  There  is  joy  in  be-liev-ing  the 
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Lord  answers  pray'r.  The   Lord  an-swers  pray'r,  yes,  the  Lord  an-swers 
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pray'r;  There  is     joy    in     be  -  liev  -  ing     the  Lord    an  -  swers  pray'r. 
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No.  129. 


Some  Happy  Day. 


Rev.  L.  F.  Jackson. 


C.  F.  Green. 
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day,     when  life    and     all      its    cares  are  o'er,  And 

day;      nor     ask     we    now     the    rea    -  son  why  Our 

day       the  clouds  that  hov  -  er     oer  our  way  Will 

day    we'll    see     the    loved  ones  face  to  face,  And 
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we 

hopes, 
lift, 
not 


are      safe    up  -  on        a     bright- er  shore, 
so  bright,  seemed  on  -  ly    born      to      die. 

and,     in      the  realms    of     end  -  less  day, 

be    pained  to     note      the     va  -  cant  place; 
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We'll 
We'll 
We'll 
We'll 


know 
know 
learn 
learn 


rf±=fc=l= 


— • — 

what 
the 
how 
the 

^ 

I 

— • — 


z2: 


=1: 


3!=i!= 


^ 


•       •       5-;  5      -        • 

mer  -  cy  had  con-cealed  be  -  fore.  Some  day,  soiiie  hap  -  py 

se  -  cret  of     it      by      and    by,—  Some  day,  some  hap  -  py 

full    of    gracious  show'rs  were  they,  Some  day,  some  hap  -  py 

won-ders  of    sus  -  tain  -  iug  grace,  Some  day,  some  hap  -  py 
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day. 
day. 
day. 
day. 


^ 


Chokus. 


t^ 


i 


^^E 


=t 


■1^- 


^ 


Some  day,  some  day. 

Some  happy  day,  some  hap-py  day, 

# • • — 0 1 0 0 • 0— 


-^—4- 


Some    hap  -  py      day, 
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know  the  se-cret  of    it     by   and    by,     Some    hap-py      day. 
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No.  130. 

Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 


Jesus   Ever  Nigh. 


Spanish  Melody.    Arr. 


^^3 


1.  Still  with  my  Sav-iour  when  the  sun  sinks  in      the  west,  Still   in    the 

2.  On  -  ly     in   Je  -  sus     has  ray  soul    su-preme    de  -  light,    Je  -  sus  who 

3.  Dawn,  happy  morn-ing,    day   of  glad-ness  and     of    rest,  Bright  day  of 

,    ^ 4^^  '    '    ' 
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gloaming,    lean  -  ing    on     His   breast;    And     un  -  til      the  morn-ing 
robes  me      in       His  gar-ments  white;     So,     un  -  til      the   day  dawn 
crown-ing,    last     of    all     and     best;    Rise,  thou  Sun      of   beau-ty, 
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breaks    e  -  ter  -  nal       in      the   sky,  Shall    my   pre  -  cious  Sav  -  idur 

I     shall  rest      be  -  neath  His  wing,  Then  shall  dwell  for  -  ev   -   er 

O       re -veal   Thy      glo  -  ry    now,    Ev  - 'ry  tongue  shall  bless  Thee, 
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still  be    ev   -   er  nigh. 

with  my  God    and  King.  }  Je-sus,  my      Sav-iour,    stay  for-ev  -  er 

ev  -  'ry  knee  shall  bow. 
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near  my  side;    Je  -  sus,    my      Sav-iour, 
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No.  J3J. 


God  be  With  You. 


Rev.  J.  E.  Rankin,  D.  D. 


W.  G.  Tomer. 


• 9 » W 

1.  God  be  with  you  till   we  meet 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet 


gfeE^±^^^: 


a -gain,     By     His  counsels  guide,  up - 
a  -  gain,  'Neath  His  wings  se-cure-ly 
a  -  gain.  When  life's  per  -  ils  thick  con- 
a  -  gain.  Keep  love's  banner  float-ing 
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hold  you, 

hide  you, 

found  you, 

o'er  you, 
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ly 


fold 
man  -  na      still    pro   -  vide 


you, 
you, 


With 
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Put       His    arms   un   -  fail  -  ing     round     you, 

Smite  death's  threat' ning  wave    be   -    fore       you, 
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Chorus. 


God  be  with  you  till  we  meet    a -gain.  Till  we    meet, till  v^e 

Till  we  meet,  till  we 
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meet,  Till    we    meet  at     Je  -  sus' 

meet     a  -  gain, 
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feet; 


till  we  meet ; 


Till   we 


till  we  meet,       God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a 
I  meet,  till  we   meet  a -gain, 
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No.  132. 
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The  Gospel  Bells. 
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S.  WesLEY  Martin. 
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1 .  The      gos  -  pel  bells  are 

2.  The      gos -pel  bells  in  - 

3.  The     gos -pel  bells  are 


-^— -i 


:=fc: 


ring-ing  O  -  ver  land  from  sea  to  sea; 
vite  us  To  a  feast  prepared  for  all; 
joy  -  ful,    As  they    ech  -  o      far  and   wide, 
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Blessed  news   of   free   sal 

Do  not  slight  the  in  -  vi 

Bear-ing  notes   of  per  -  feet 
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va-tion  Do  they  of-fer  you  and 
ta-tion,  Nor  re  -  ject  the  gra-cious 
par-don,  Thro'  a         Saviour  cru  -  ci   - 


me. 
call, 
fled. 
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"For    God    so    loved  the  world  That  His  on   -  ly  Son      He  gave, 

"I       am    the  bread  of      life;  Eat    of  me,    thou  hun  -  gry  soul, 

"Good     ti  -  dings    of  great    joy  To    all  peo  -  pie  I         do  bring, 
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Who- so  -  e'er  be-liev-eth  in  Him  Ev  -  er  -  last-ing  life  shall  have." 
Tho'  your  sins  be  red  as  crim-son,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  wool," 
Un  -  to      you     is   born     a     Saviour,  Which  is  Christ,  the  Lord  and  King." 


Gospel  bells,  how  they  ring,  0-ver  land  from  sea    to    sea; 

GoB-pel  bells,  how  they  ring. 
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The  Gospel  Bells — Concluded. 


Grospel  bells,  free-ly  bring  Blessed  news   to  you  and   me. 

Go8-pel  bells,  free  -ly  bring 


B? 


EEE£ 


«^?-t 


-^ 


t=t 


U—i^ 


t^ 


iB 


1/  k' 


1/  ^ 


No.  J  33.  My  Country!  'Tis  of  Thee. 


S.  F.  Smith. 
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1.    My 

coun  -  try ! 

'tis 

of    thee, 

Sweet  land 

of 

lib 

-  er  -  ty, 

2.    My 

na  -  tive 

coun  - 

try,   thee, 

Land     of 

the 

no 

■  ble,    free. 

3.   Let 

mu  -  sic 

swell 

tlie  breeze, 

And    ring 

from 

all 

the    trees 
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fa  -  thers' 

God, 

to  Thee, 

An  -  thor 
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Of  thee    I     sing: 

Thy  name  I      love; 

Sweet  freedom's  song; 

To  Thee  we    sing; 
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Land  where  my       fa  -  thers  died !  Land    of       the 

i       love    thy    rocks   and  rills.  Thy  woods  and 

Let    mor  -  tal  tongues   a -wake;  Let     all      that 

Long  may    our     land     be  bright  With  free  -  dom's 
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Cres. 
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pil-grims'  pride !  From  ev  -  'ry  moun  -  tain  side      Let     free  -  dom 

tern  -pled  hills;    My  heart  with  rap  -  ture  thrills  Like  that      a  - 

breathe  partake;    Let  rocks  their  si  -lence  break,  The  sound   pro - 

ho  -  ly  light;    Pro  -  tect  us       by     Thy  might,  Great^ God,    our 
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No.  134. 


Leaning  on  Jesus. 


Rev.  W.  F.  Crafts. 


W.M.  J.  KiRKPATRlCK. 
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1.  Wea-ry  with  walking     a  -  lone,     Longheav-y  -  la -den  with  sin, 

2.  Fear-ing     to  stand  for  my    Lord,   Trembling  for  weakness  in    pray'r; 

3.  Anxious     no   long-er   for     self,    Shrink-ing  no   long-er  from  pain; 

4.  Lean-ing,    I     walk  in  "The  Waj-,"  Lean-ing  "The Truth"  I  shall  know, 


■m^^^^^mmmm^^m 


t=^ 


f^^^m 


Toil-ing  all  night  without  Christ, —  Rest  for  my  soul  shall  I  win. 
Yet  on  the  bos  -  om  di  -  vine  Los-  ingeach  sor-rowand  fear. 
Lean-ing    on   Je  -  sus,   a  -  lone,  He     all    my  care  will  sus-tain. 

Lean-ing  on  heart-throbs  of   Christ,     Safe    in  -  to  "Life"  I   may   go. 
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Chorus. 


Lean       -       ingon    Je       -       -    sus,  I      walk at  His    side;.... 

Leaning  on    Je-sus,  inHim    I      a  -  bide.  Leaning  on  Je-sus,  I  walk  at  His  side; 

-^  ^-  -^  -^  A-  -0-    -0- 


Lean     -     ing  on    Je       -       .sus.  I  trust  Him,my  Shepherd  and  Guide. 
Leaning  on  Je-6U8,what-ev-er  be-tide, 


XU-^t 


J • J— # # f-i-f 


P-^-l — inn 


Used  by  per.  of  John  J.  Hood.    Owner  of  copyright 
(136) 


No.  J  35.       The  Crimson  Wave  is  Flowing. 


Fanny  J.  Cbosby. 


W.  II.  DOANC. 
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1.  O  the  crimson  wave,  hal-le- lu -jah!  Now  is  flow-ing  full  and   free; 

2.  O  the  crimson  wave,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah !  Now  is  flow-  ing  deep  and  wide, 

3.  O  the  crimson  wave,  hal-le  -  lu  -jah!   It  will  give  thee  joy  with  -  in; 

4.  O  the  crimson  wave,  hal-le  -  lu -jah!    If    its  full- ness  fill    thy    soul. 
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Brother ,come,while  yet  there's  par  -  don,  And  the  Sav-iour  pleads  with 
From  the  cleansing  fountain      o  -  pened  At  the  cross  where  Je  -  sus 
'Tis  the  blood  of  Christ  redeemed  thee.  And  will  cleanse  from  ev-  'ry 
Thou  wilt  sing  His  love  that  saves  thee,  While  e-ter  -  nal    a  -  ges 

*-^-^-,-^ f^ ^ •— I— (=2 ^ ^— -F 


thee, 
died, 
sin. 
roll. 
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Chorits 


O     the  crimson  wave  now  is  flowing, Blessed  crimson  wave,life  bestow-ing; 
flowing  free,  be  -stow-ing  free; 


Hear  the  voice  that  pleads  with  thy  heart  to-day,  Come  and  wash  thy  sins  away. 
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No.  136.        Grace  and  Glory  Day  by  Day. 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 


J.  M.  Black. 


1.  Day   by  day    I  trust  my  guiding  To  the  Shepherd  of  my    soul, 

2.  Day  by  day    I  trust  for  manna  To  sustain  my  heav'n-born  life, 

3.  Day  by  day  the  way  grows  brighter  As  I  near  the  gold- en     shore, 
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Day  by  day  I  look  for  par-don  To  the  One  who  made  me  whole; 
Day  by  day  my  Saviour  helps  me  In  the  strug-gle  and  the  strife; 
Day  by  day  my  load  seems  lighter  Than  it  was  the  day  be -fore: 
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Day  by  day    I     ask  for  wisdom  From  the  Fount  of  truth  and  light, 
Day  by  day  He  leads  me  onward  Where  the  liv-ing    wa-ters  flow, 
Day  by  day  my  love  in-creas-es    As  by  faith  I       see   the  Lord, 
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Day  by   day  my  joy  grows  greater  As    I     feel  His  pres  -ence  bright, 
Day  by  day  my  soul    is    sat  -  is -fled  With  Je-sus  here    be  -  low. 
Day  by  day  my  steps  lead  upward  To  my  Sav-iour  and    my  God. 
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Grace  and  Glory  Day  by  Day — Gwicluded. 
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Grace  and  glo  -  ry 
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is    my  portion  From  the  Saviour  day  by  day. 
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No.  137.  Come,  Thou  Almighty  King. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Felice  Giardinl 


1.  Come,  Thou  al  -  might -y    King,     Help  us  Thy  name      to     sing, 

2.  Come,  Thou  in  -   car- nate  Word,    Gird  on  Thy  might  -  y    sword; 

3.  Come,    ho  -  ly      Com-fort  -  er,        Thy  sa-cred  wit   -    ness  bear, 

4.  To     the  great    One    in  Three,    The  high-est    prais  -  es       be, 

I 


^S^ 


^    -^ 


-<22- 


r 


m^ 


-^- 


Ott      1         1 

1             rL 

U  n     J                     ! 

n      1 

/            1             m 

1       "<* 

-J^j— s- 

»        J 

J     J     « 

^^            1       m 

f  •      «l       J 

«       8      « 

K~)        \                       f 

! 

•      • 

•  •        1      ^ 

0      • 

Help    us       to~    praise:      Fa-ther!  all  -  glo  -   ri  -  ous,    O'er    all     vie - 
Our  pray'r  at  -  tend:  Come,  and  Thy  peo-ple  bless.  And  give   Thy 
In     this  glad    hour:  Thou,  who  al -might -y    art,    Now  rule     in 
Hence,  ev  -  er  -  more!    His  sov'reign  maj-es-  ty     May    we      in 
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to  -  ri  -  ous.  Come,  and  reign  o 

word  sue- cess:  Spir  -  it       of  ho 

ev  -  'ry  heart,  And  ne'er  from  us 

glo  -  ry    see.     And    to       e    -  ter 
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ver  us,  An-cient  of  Days! 
li  -  ness.  On  us  de-scend! 
de-part,  Spir -it  of  pow'r! 
ni  -  ty    Love  and    a  -  dore! 
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No.  138.      The  ^^Good  News''  Must  be  told. 


E.  A.  H. 


Sloic. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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1.  The    sto  -  ry     of     re  -  deem -ing  love  More   pre-cious  is   than  gold, 

2.  It       is      a     sto  -  ry  strange-ly  sweet,  That  nev  -  er  grow-eth    old; 

3.  O     yes  1  our  lips  must  hon  -  or  Him,  His    love  must  be     ex -tolled; 

4.  To   those  w^ho  long  for  heav'n-ly  peace,  To   wand'rers  from  the   fold, 
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And     on  thro'  all   the    years  of   time   The  "good  news"'  must  be  told. 

And      to    the     a  -  ged     and  the  young  The  '  'good  news"  must  be  told. 

His   grace  to  men  must  be  made  known,The  "good  news"  must  be  told. 

To      all  who  thirst  for   right-eous-ness,  The  "good  news"  must  be  told. 
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That      sweet    old     sto   -  ry    must       be 

must,        it 
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told, 

must 
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be       told. 
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Gos-pel  sto-ry  must  be     told,  The     story  strange  and  true,   so 

must,  it       must    be    told. 
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old  and   ev  -  er   new,  The    sweet   old     sto  -  ry  must     be     told. 
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Na  139. 


How  Firm  a  Foundation. 


G.  Keith. 


M.  PORTOGALLO. 


r^V 


1 .  How  firm     a  foun-  da  -  tion,  ye  saints  of    tlie  Lord,  Is    laid   for  your 

2.  "Fear  not,     I    am  with  thee,  O     be     not  dismayed,  For    I     am   thy 

3.  "When  thro' the  deep  wa-ters    I     call  thee   to    go,    The  riv  -  ers    of 
3.    "The  soul  that  on     Je-sus  hath  leaned  for  re -pose,    I     will   not,    I 
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faith  in    His    ex  -  eel-lent  word!  What  more  can   He  say,  than  to 
God,   I     will"  still   give  thee   aid;    I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and 
sor- row  shall  not      o  -  ver- flow;  For     I       will    be   with  thee,  thy 
will  not    de  -  sert    to     his   foes,  That  soul—  tho'    all    hell  should  en  - 
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you    He  hath  said, —  To      you,  who  for  ref  -  uge   to      Je-sus  have 

cause  thee  to  stand,  Up  -  held    by   my  gra-cious,  om  -  nip-o  -  tent 

troub-le    to  bless.  And     sanc-ti-fy  to      thee  thy    deepest  dis- 

deav-or    to  shake,  I'll      nev-er,  no,  nev  -  er,    no,     nev-er    for- 
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fled?      To  you,  who  for 

hand,    Up   -  held    by    my 

tress.    And  sane  -  ti  -  fy 

sake!"  I'll  nev  -  er,    no, 


ref  -  uge  to  Je  -  sus 
gra-cious,  om  -  nip  -  o  - 

to  thee  thy  deep  -est 
nev  -  er,    no,     nev  -  er 
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No.   HO.    Shall  Wc  Meet  Beyond  the  River? 


H.  L.  Hastings. 


E.  S.  Rice. 
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1.  Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  riv-er, Where  the  sur  -  ges  cease  to  roll? 

2.  Shall  we  meet  in  that  blest  harbor  When  ourstorm-y  voyage  is  o'er? 

3.  Shall  we  meet  in  yon-der  cit-y,  Where  the  tow'rsof    crys-tal  shine? 

4.  Shall  we  meet  with  many  a  loved  one  That  was  torn  from  our  embrace? 

5.  Shall  we  meet  with  Christour  Saviour  When  He  comes  to  claim  His  own? 
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Where  in  all    the  bright  for-ev  -  er,    Sorrow  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul? 
Shall   we  meet  and  cast  the  an-chor,    By  the  fair     ce  -  les  -  tial  shore? 
Where  the  walls  are  all    of  jas-per,  Built  by  work -man-ship  di-vine? 
Shall  we  lis  -  ten    to  their  voi  -  ces,    And  be-hold  them  face  to  face? 
Shall  weknowHisbless-ed  fa  -  vor,   And  sit  down  up-  on  His  throne? 
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Chorus. 
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Shall  we  meet,  shall  we  meet,  Shall  we  meet  beyond  the     riv-er? 
5th  V.  We  shall  meet,  etc. 
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Shall  we  meet  be-yond  the  riv  -  er.  Where  the  sur  -  ges  cease  to  roll? 
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No.  HI. 


We're  Marching:  to  Zion. 


Rev.  I.  Watts. 
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LOWRY. 
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1.  Come,  ye   that  love  the  Lord,  And  letyourjoy.s  be  known;  Joia  in      a 

2.  Let  tliose    re-  fuse  to  sing  AYho  nev-er  knew  our  God;      Butchil-dren 

3.  The  hill      of       Zi  -  on  yields  A  thou-saud  sa-cred    sweets,  Be  -  fore  we 

4.  Then  let     our    songs  abound, And  ev-  ry   tear  be    dry;   We're  marching 
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song  with  sweet  ac- cord.  Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  ac  -  cord, 
of  the  heav'n-ly  King,  But  chil-dren  of  the  heav'n-ly  King, 
reach  the  heav'n-ly  fields,  Be  -fore  we  reach  the  heav'n-ly  fields, 
thro'    Im-man-uel's  ground.  We're  marching  thro'  Im-  man-nel's  ground, 
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And  thus       sur 
May  speak    their 
Or    walk       the 
To     fair     -     er 

And  thus  Burrouud 


m 


-    round  the  throne, 
joys      a -broad, 
gold  -  en  streets, 
worlds  on   high, 

the  throne,  And  thus 
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And  thus  surround  the     throne. 
May  speak  their  joys   a  -  broad. 
Or  walk   the  gold  -  en      streets. 
To  fair  -  er  worlds  on      high, 
sur-rouud  the  throne. 
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We're  march -ing    to     Zi 
We're  marching  on      to      Zi    - 
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-  on,    Beau-ti-ful,beau-ti-ful     Zi  - 
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on;  We're 
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marching  upward  to  Zi      -    on.     The  beau-ti  -  ful   cit-y      of 
Zi  -  on,    Zi  -on, 
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No.  142. 


The  Call  for  Reapers. 


J.  O.  Thompson. 
Spirited. 


J.  B.  O.  Cle.1i:, 
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1.  Far       and  near      the  fields    are  teem  -  ing  With     the  waves   of 

'  2.  Send    them  forth  with  morn's  first  beam -ing,  Send  them    in       the 

3.     O      thou,  whom   thy  Lord      is     send  -  ing,  Gath  -  er    now     the 
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rip -ened  grain;  Far    and    near  their  gold    is   gleam  -  ing  O'er 
noon-tides  glare;  When  the    sun's  last  rays   are  gleam -ing   Bid 
sheaves  of   gold,  Heav'nward  then    at     eve-ning  wend -ing.  Thou 
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Chorus. 
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sun   -    ny   slope    and    plain.  \ 
gath  -  er      ev    -   'ry-  where.  \  Lord 
come   with  joy       un  -  told.  J 
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of      har  -  vest,   send    forth 
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reapers!  Hear    us,    Lord,  to   Thee      we    cry;   Send  them  now,  the 
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sheaves  to     gath  -  er,      Ere 
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har  -  vest    time    ijass      by. 
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No.  J43.         Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 

Julia  Ward  Howe. 
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1.  Mine  eyes  have  seen    the  glo  -   ry     of      the  com  -  ing  of       the  Lord; 

2.  I  have  seen  Hina  in       the  watch-tires  of       a   liun -dred  cir- cling  camps; 

3.  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trump-et    that  shall  nev  -  er    call      re -treat; 

4.  In  the  beau -ty     of      the    lil  -  ies,  Christ  was  born   a  -  cross  the   sea, 


He 
They 
He 
With 


is  trampling  out     the  vint-age  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored; 
have  builded  Him    an     al   -   tar    in      the  eve- ning  dews  and  damps; 
is  sift  -  ing  out    the  hearts  of   men    be-fore    His  judgment-seat; 
a   glo  -  ry      in     His  bos  -  om  that  trans-fig  -  urea  you    and    me; 


He  hath  loosed  the  fate  -  ful  light-ning    of 
I     have  read  His  right-eous  sen  -  tence  by 
Oh,    be  swift,  my  soul,    to     an-swerHim! 
As    He  died    to  make   men  ho   -    ly,  let 


His  ter  -  ri  -  ble,  swift  sword, 
the  dim   and  flar  -  ing  lamps, 

be  ju   -  bi  -  laut,   my   feet! 

us  die     to  make  men  free. 
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His  truth  is  marching  on. 

His    day    is  marching  on. 

Our    God   is  marching  on. 

"While  God   is  marching  on. 
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Glo  -  ry,    glo-ry,  hal-le-lu  -   jah! 
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His  truth  is  marching  on. 

I         I 


Glo  -  ry ,  glo  -  ry ,  hal  -  le  -  lu    -   j  ah ! 
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Na  144. 


The  Child  of  a  King. 


Hattie  E.  Buell. 


Arr.  from  a  melody  by  Rev.  John  B.  Sumner. 
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Fa-ther   is     rich   in   hous  -  es    and  lands,  He  hold  -  eth  the 
Father's  own  Son,  who  saves  us  from  sin,  Once  wan-dered  o'er 
once  was  an     out-cast  stran-ger    on  earth,    A     sin  -  ner     by 
tent   or     a      cottage,  why  should  I    care?  They're  building     a 


wealth  of    the  world  in    His  hands!  Of     ru  -  bies  and     dia-monds,  of 
earth  as    the   poor -est    of    men;  But  now    He     is     reign -ing     for- 
choice,  and  an      a-  lien  by  birth!  But  I've  been    a  -  dopt  -  ed,     my 
pal -ace  for    me     o -ver- there !Tho'    ex  - iled  from  home,  yet    still 


sil  -  ver  and  gold,  His     cof  -fers  are  full,    He    has 
ev  -  er  on  high,  And  will  give  me  a  home    in 
name's  written  down,  An   heir    to    a  man-sion,    a 
I      may     sing:   All     glo  -  ry   to  God,   I'm   the 
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rich -es    un  -  told, 
heav'n  by  and    by. 
robe   and  a   crown, 
child    of     a    Kingl 


eliSs^^ 


Pi=t 


Chorus. 
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I'm     the     child 
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a     King,     the     child      of        a      King! 
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With     Je  -  sus,  my     Sav-  iour,   I'm   the    child 


of 


a     King! 
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No.  145. 


Seeking  for  Me. 


E.  E.  Hasty. 
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1.  Je-sus,  my  Sav  -  iour,  to   Beth -le-liem  came,  Born  in    a    man  -  ger  to 

2.  Je-sus,  my  Sav  -  iour,  on   Cal  -  va-ry's  tree,  Paid  the  great  debt,  and  my 

3.  Je  -sus,  my  Sav  -  iour,  the  same  as    of    old,  While  I  did    wan  -  der  a  - 

4.  Je-sus.  my  Sav-iour,  shall  come  from  on  high, Sweet  is  the  prom-ise   as 


^^?_f_f-. 


^'?>^^=E=v=t=p=t;^ 


:p=p= 


rrt-r 


£=l^^^=|: 
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3==^=^ 
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r^-^^ 
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sorrow  and  sliame ;  Oh  ,it  was  wonderful,  blest  be  His  name,  Seeking  for  me,  for  me. 

soul  He  set  free,  Oh,it  was  wonderful,howcoulditbe?  Dyingforme,  for  me. 
far  from  the  fold.  Gently  and  long  He  hath  plead  with  my  soul, Calling  for  me,  for  me. 

weary  years  fly;  Oh, I  shall  see  Him  descending  the  sky,Coming  for  me,  for  me. 


t-^. 


^- 


-V    V    \>^ 
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for    me. 


for       me. 
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t^ 


:d=^ 


?^^pqi=3 
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Seeking  for  me, 

Dy-ing  for  me, 

Call-ing  for  me. 

Coming  for  me. 


^     V     f  V 

seeking  for  me,  Seeking  for  me, 

dy-ing  for  me,  Dy-ing  for  me, 

call-ing  for  me,  Call-ing  for  me, 

coming  for  me,  Coming  for  me. 


^^ 


UJ^ 


:r=t 


seeking 

dying 

call-ing 

coming 

_• •_ 


for  me; 
for  me; 
forme; 
forme; 
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Oh,  it  was  won-der-ful,  blest  be  His  name,Seeking  for  me. 
Oh,  it  was  won-der-ful,  how  could  it  be?  Dy-ing  for  me. 
Gen  -  tly  and  long  He  hath  plead  with  my  soul,  Calling  for  me. 
Oh,     I  shall  see  Him  de-scend-ing  the  sky,  Coming  for  me, 


P^b    fe^    u 


for  me. 

for  me. 

for  me. 

for  me. 
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From  ''Good  Will,"  by  per. 
(147) 


No.  H6. 


My  Saviour  is  With  Me. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


L.  F.  J.  Arr.  by  J.  M.  Black. 


-7=, — N — ^ — \- 

1.  My  Sav-iour    is  with  me,  wher-ev-er      I      go,      In  dark-ness  and 

2.  His  life-giv-ing  word  faith  and  courage  re  -  new,  They  fall  on    ray 

3.  My  Sav-iour    is  with  me,  the  tho't,  O  how  sweet!  How  blessed  the 


£=a 


i:. 


£ 


^"C~rr^~r-r^-^^-r^-g  C  :  l 


i 


i^ 


^^i^^^^^ 


^^- 


dan  -  ger  the  way  He  doth  show;  When  storms  rage  around  me,  and 
spir  -  it  re-fresh-ing  as  dew;  On  heav-en  -  ly  man  -  na  my 
les  -  sons    I     Jearn  at    His     feet!     How  pre-cious  the  wis  -dom  His 


jgJ==H=C:E^ 
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V- 


V- 
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Mrte^EiE^E^ 


i^^S=i 


=]: 


sor-rows   in -crease,  He  still-eth  the  tem  •  pest  and  giv-eth  me    peace, 
soul    He  doth  feed,    In  paths  of  His  choos-  ing  my  steps  He  doth  lead, 
love  doth  im  -  part.  With  joy  and  de  -  vo  -  tion   it    fill  -  eth  my  heart! 
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Chorus. 
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b      1/      . 
I'll   trust  in    my    Sav  -  iour,  what-ev-er  be  -    tide, 


1/      ^ 

I  know  all 


my 


footsteps  He  safely  will  guide;  I  know  He  will  guard  me  with  ten-der-est 
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My  Saviour  is  With  Me— Concluded. 


gi^i^ipB^aipji 


love,       Un  -  til      I    shall     en   -  ter     His   glo  -  ry      a 


bove. 


No.  U7. 


O  Happy  Day. 


Doddridge. 


RlMBAULT. 


■^- 


j   J     O    happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee,  my  Sav-iour  and  myGod! 
Wellmay  this  glowing  heart  re-joice,And  tell   its  rap-tures  all      a- broad. 


2    (     O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows  To  Him  who  mer- its    all    my  love  1    I 
(  Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house.  While  to  that  sa-cred  shrine  I  move.  ' 

i;  I  am  my  Lord's, and  He     is 
harmed  to  confess  the  voice  di 


o    i 'Tis done, the  great  transaction's  done;  I  am  my  Lord's, and  He     is  mine; 
(  He  drew  me,  and  I      followed  on,  Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  di  -  vine. 


Fine. 


D.S.—Hap-py  day,  happy  day,  When  Je-sus  washed  my  sins    a-  way! 


J  J-J-i-J^^^ 


D.S. 


^ 


-iS^ 
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He  taught  me  how    to  watch  and  pray,  And  live  re  -  joic  -  ing  ev-'ry    day; 
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No.  J48. 


Draw  Me  Nearer. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

^       ^ 


W.   H.   DOANE. 


I        am  Thine,  O       Lord, 

Con  -   se  -  crate  me      now 

O      the  pure  de   -  light 

There  are  depths  of       love 


I     have  heard  Thy  voice,  And   it 
to     Thy  serv  -  ice.    Lord,    By   the 
of        a     sin  -  gle    hour  That  be^ 
that       I     can  -  not  know,  Till    I 


t- 


X'- 


-H 1> -I 


^^^ 


15=11 


I 
told    Thy    love     to         me;        But      I     long     to      rise     in      the 
pow'r  of    grace     di    -    vine;      Let     my  soul    look    up    with     a 
fore    Thy  throne     I        spend,  When     I    kneel    in  prayer,  and  with 
cross   the     nar  -  row        sea;      There  are  heights  of      joy    that     I 


-S 


-•— 


r    I     r 


t=t 


■fi^ 


arms  of  faith,  And  beclos-er  drawn  to    Thee.    Draw  me  near  - 

steadfast  hope,  And  my  will  be  lost  in  Thine. 

Thee,  my  God,  I  commune  as  friend  with  friend. 

may  not  reach, Till  I  rest  in  peace  with  Thee.  Draw  me  nearer, 
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near-er,  blessed  Lord,  To    the  cross  where  Thou  hast  died;    Draw  me 
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fe^ 
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is: 
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fc^ 


Draw  Me  Nearcf — Concluded* 
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near-er,  near-er,    near-er, blessed  Lord,  To  Thy  precious, bleeding  side. 
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No.  149. 


Glory  to  His  Name. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


:t=t 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 


I 


1.  Down  at  the  cross  where  my  Saviourdied,Downwhere  for  cleansing  from 

2.  I     am     so  won-drous-ly  saved  from  sin,      Je  -  sus  so  sweet-ly     a  - 

3.  O  pre-cious  fountain,  that  saves  from  sin,     I      am   so  glad     I   have 

4.  Come  to    this  fountain  so   rich  and  sweet;  Cast  thy  poor  soul  at  the 

I         I       ^     ^#-    -.-.  f: 

0 <g — r-« 0—-0—9 
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I 


-0^-lg- 


J=t* 


sin  I  cried;  There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap  -  plied;  Glo-ry 
bides  with-in ;      There    at    the  cross  where  He  took  me     in;       Glo-ry 

en-tered  in;  There  Je- sus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  clean;  Glo-ry 
Sav-iour's feet;   Plunge  in    to-day,  and   be  made  com-plete;  Glo-ry 


?=w=t= 
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D.  S. — There   to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap-plied;    Glo  •  ry 


Fine.    Chorus 


D.  S. 


to  His  name.      Glo  -  ry  to  His  name, 


Glo  -  ry  to  His  name; 


to  His  name. 
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No.  150.       If  You  Bear  the  Cross  for  Jesus. 


F.  L.  S. 


E.  S.  Howard, 


m 


SF 


S 


3^^^ 
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1/ 


1.  If  you  bear  the  cross  for   Je-sus,    it    will  make  your  bur-dens  light, 

2.  If  you  bear  the  cross  for   Je  -  sus,    in    the     ear  -  ly     days  of  youth, 

3.  If  you  bear  the  cross  for  Je  -  sus,    it    will     less  -  en      all  your  care, 


^s^^^m 


i 


And  your  pathway  beam  with  sunshine,as  the  noon-day,clear  and  bright; 
And  you  make  His  word  j^our  counsel,  walking  in  its  pre -cious  truth; 
For   the  meek  and  low  -  ly    Saviour  says,  your  sor- rows  He    will   share; 


^S 
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^- 
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m^ 
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If    you    fol- low  where  He  leads  you,  trusting  Him  by  night  and  day, 
It   will  keep  your  feet  from  straying  and  your  lips  from  speaking  guile, 
Help-ing   you    to     bear  life's  burdens,  mak-ing  eas  -  y    how   to    live. 


&^:pt=^ 
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You 
And 
Oh, 


will  find  your  cares  grow  light-er  as  you  walk  the  nar-row  way. 
the  way  that  leads  to  heav-en  will  grow  bright-er  all  the  while, 
such  friendship  this    be  -  tok-ens,  can  -  not    help   but  com-fort  give. 
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m^=mm 


f-  -f-  ^    ^  -^  -»-  -0- 
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If  You  Bear  the  Cross  for  Jesus — G)ncluded. 


Chorus 


t=n 


m 


If  you  bear the  cross  for  Jesus,  you  will  find  your  cares  grow  light, 

If  yon  bear,  your  cares  grow  light, 


^P^r:f: 


V-b'-t^-b'— b'— t?" 


-S-^ 


im 


v/j 


-0 — ^— p-H 


N-4- 


-v-tr 


r 


a 


'-=J=^3 


rfT 


r  r  r  r  T7 

And  your  soul secure  and  happy,  as  you're  living  for  the  right. 

And  your  soul  living,  as  you're  liv-ing  for  the  right 


11 
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No.  I5L      Comet  ye  Sinners^  Poor  and  Needy. 


^ 


Joseph  Hart. 


Anon. 

Fine. 


r 


Come,  ye  sin-ners,  poor  and    need-y,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore 
Je-susread-y    stands  to    save  j'ou.  Pull    of    pit  -  y,    love  and  pow 


I  Now,  ye  need-y,     come  and  welcome,  God's  free  bounty    glo  -  ri  -  fy; 


'■\ 


4. 


True  be  -  lief  and    true    re-  pent  -ance,  Ev-'ry  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 

Let  not  conscience  make  you   lin-ger.    Or     of    fit -ness  fond- ly  dream; 

All  the    fit-ness     He     re-quir-eth,    Is      to   feel  your  need  of    Him. 

Come,  ye  wea-ry,     heav-y        la-den,  Bruised  and  mangled  by  the    fall,    j 

If    you  tar-ry      till  you're  better,  You    will  nev  -  er  come  at     all.     ' 
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D.C.—Olo-ry,hon-or   and  sal  -vortion,  Christ,theLord,has  come  to  reign. 


.Chorus 


D.C. 


Turn  to  the  Lord  and  seek  sal  -va-tion,  Sound  the  praise  of  His  dear  name; 


^ 
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No.  I5Z 


The  New  Jerusalem. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
Sloiv  and  connected. 


A.  H.  Songster. 


^-€- 


S    d    S    d- 


1.  There's  a  land  of  fadeless  beauty    in 

2.  In    that  land  no  tears  will  ev-er  dim 

3.  In    that  bless-ed  land  the  people   nev 

4.  We  have  dear  ones  waiting  for  us    up 
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1^ 
the  sky,  And  we'll  reach  the  Holy 
the  eye,  And  we'll  reach  the  Holy 
■  er   die,  And  we'll  reach  the  Holy 
on  high,  And  we'll  reach  the  Holy 
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1/  V 

Cit-y      by   and    by;   When   the  storms  of    life     are  o'er,  We  shall 

Cit-y      by   and    by;    With    our     tri  -  als    o   -   ver-past.  We  shall 

Cit-y      by   and    by;   There  we'll  nev -er  know     a     pain,  Nev  -  er 

Cit-y      by   and    by;     Safe   with  them  while  a  -  ges    fly.  We  shall 


i^fe 
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Et 


^- 


Cres 


1/     1/ 

gain  that  bless-ed  shore.  We  shall  gather 
gath-er  home  at  last,  We  shall  gather 
more  be  sick  a- gain,  We  shall  gather 
nev  -  er   say  good-bj'e,When  we  gather 

-4=-  f  r  rr   -^— tr-^- 


in  that  Cit-y 
in  that  Cit-y 
in  that  Cit-y 
in  that  Cit-y 
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by. 
by. 
by. 
by. 
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By  and  by,  by  and    by,  We  shall  reach  that  Ho-ly 

by  and  by,  by  and  by. 
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The  New  Jefusalem— Concluded. 


^ 


Cit-y      by    aud   by;  When  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er  We  shall 

by  and  by; 
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gain  that  blessed  shore,We  shall  gather  in  that  City  by  and  by,  by  and  by. 
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No.  153.  I  Am  Coming  to  the  Cross. 


Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 


:i 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 


d: 


-z^- 


1.  I     am   com  -  ing    to     the  cross;       I    am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind; 

2.  Long  my  heart  hath  sighed  for  Thee;  Long  has    e  -  vil  reigned  with-  in; 

3.  Here   I     give     my   all     to   Thee,  Friends, and  time,and  earthly   store; 

4.  In    the  prom -is  -  es      I      trust;   Now    I      feel     the  blood  ap-plied ; 

5.  Je  - sus  comes !  He  fills  my  soul!      Per-fect-ed       in   love     I     am; 

.^.        ^       -,.      -•.       ^  J^^       m  .        m-       ^       -^-       (=2- 
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Cho. — 1     am  trust -ing^Lord,  in  Thee,       Dear   Lamb  of   Cal-va  -  ry; 


P=l= 


D.  C.  for  Choriis. 
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Je  - 
Soul 

I 

I 
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am  count-ing     all    but  dross;       I   shall  full     sal  -  va  -  tion  find, 
sus  sweet  - ly  speaks  to    me,        I   will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin. 
and  bod   -  y  Thine  to      be —  Whol-ly  Thine— for  -  ev  -  er  -  more, 
am  pros-trate  in    the   dust;       I  with  Christ  am  cru  -  ci  -  fied. 
am    ev  -  'ry  whit  made  whole;  Glo-ry,    glo  -  ry     to    the  Lamb! 
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Ham-bly    at     Thy  cross  I     how;     Save  me,   Je  -  sus,  save  me  now. 
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No.  154 


Whiter  than  Snow. 


James  Nicholson. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 
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1.  Lord 

2.  Lord 

3.  Lord 

4.  Lord 


Je 
Je 
Je 
Je 


tec' 


sus,       I      long     to     be       per  -  feet  -  ly    whole;     I 
sus,    look  down  from  Thy  throne  in       the     skies,  And 
sus,      for     this       I     most  hum  -  bly      en  -  treat;      I 
sus,  Thou     seest  I        pa  -  tient  -  ly      wait;  Come 

I.    r  1  
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want  Thee  for  -  ev  -  er  to      live   in    my     soul ;  Break  down  ev -'ry 

help   me    to     make  a  com- plete  sac  -  ri  -    fice;        I     give  up    my - 

wait,  bless-ed    Lord,  at  Thy    cru  -  ci  -  fied     feet;      By  faith,  for   my 

now,  and  with  -  in    me  a      new  heart  ere  -  ate;      To  those  who  have 
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i  -  dol,  cast    out    ev  -  'ry      foe;     Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be 

self, and  what- ev  -  er      I     know — Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be 

cleansing,  I     see  Thy  blood  flow — Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be 

sought  Thee,  Thou  never  saidst  No —  Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be 
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Chorus. 
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whit  -  er  than  snow.  Whit  -  er     than  snow,     yes,  whit  -  er     than 
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Whiter  than  Snow — G)ncluded. 
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snow;    Now  wash    me,    and      I      shall  be     whit  -  er  than   snow. 
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O  how  Happy  are  Theyl 


Charles  Wesley. 
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1.  O    how  hap -py    are   they, Who  the  Sav  -  iour    o  -  bey.  And  have 

2.  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine.  When  the  fa  -   vor  di-vine      I      re- 

3.  'Twas   a    heav  -  en    be  -  low    My   Re-deem  -  er  to  know.  And  the 

4.  Je  -  sus   all    the   day    long  Was  ray  joy     and  my  song:    O    that 

5.  O    the  rap  -  tur  -  ous  height  Of  that  ho    -   ly  de-light  Which  I 
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laid  up  their  treasures  a    -  bove! 
ceived  thro'  the  blood  of  the    Lamb ; 
an-gels  could  do  nothing     more, 
all   His  sal  -  va-tion  might  see! 
felt    in  the  life-giv-ing      blood! 
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Tongue  can  nev  -  er  express  The  sweet 

When  my  heart  first  believed,  What  a 

Than  to   fall      at  His  feet,  And  the 

'  'He  hath  loved  me, "  I  cried , ' ' He  hath 

Of    my  Sav-iour  possessed,  I  was 
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No.  \56. 

Maggie  E.  Gregory. 


I  Cling  to  Thee. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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Dear  Lord,  un-loose  my  stamm'ring  tongue,  And  bid  it  speak  for  Thee,  That 
Dear  Lord,  I  con  -  se- crate  my  all,  A  sac  -  ri  -  fice  most  meet.  And 
Oh ,  guide  my  fee  -  ble,  fait' ring  feet.  And  watch  them  lest  they  stray ;  And 
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I     may  tell   to    sin-ners  round,  Thy  goodness  un -to      me;  Dear  Mas-ter, 
lay   the  hum-ble    of  -  fer  -  ing  Low  at  Thy  bless-ed    feet;    Re-ceive    it 
day   by   day  may  they  be  found  In  wisdom's  pleasant  way ;  Dear  Lord,with- 
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lift    my  i-  die  hands.  And  till  them  with  Thy  work ;  Inspire  my  soul  with 

for  Thy  mer-cy's  sake,  Ac-cept  the  gift    I      bring;  'Tis  all    I   have  to 

in      my  err-ing  heart,  O  make  Thy  dwelling-place;  Baptize  it  rich-ly 
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fer  -  vent  zeal.  That  I     no   task  may     shirk.     Sav  -  lour,  I  cling  to  Thee, 

of  -  fer  Thee,  My  Lord,  my  God,  my      King. 

with  Thy  love,  And  till    it    with  Thy     grace.     Sav-iour,  I  will  cling  to  Thee, 
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I'll  live  and  work  for  Thee,  I'll  love  and  serve  Thee  better,Saviour,stay  with  me. 

I  will  live  and  work  for  Thee,  I  will  love  and  serve  Thee  better. 
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Faint  Not,  Doubt  Not. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 

March  time.     With  spirit. 


Arthur  W.  Nelson. 
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1.  Faint  not,  doubt  not,  but   from  day      to     day,     Kest     up  -  on      the 

2.  He       will      ev   -    er    sbel  -  ter  thee  from  harm,  For     the  Lord     is 

3.  Trust  Him,  trust  Him,  He       is     ev    -    er   nigh,   With  His  love     to 

1 


»    vm- , 

— ^ ^ ^ 

prom  -  ise     of        a     faith -ful     Lord, —  Fol  -  low    glad-  ly    where  He 
a   -    ble    to       de-feud   His     own;      Safe     art     thou     in      His     pro- 
bless  thee,  with  His   love     to     cheer;      He     will  guide  thee  with   His 
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leads  the  way, Trusting  in  His  sure, un-fail-ing  Word.  Soul, have 

tect-ing  arm.    He  will  nev-er  leave  His  child  a-lone. 

watchful  eye.  And  protect  thee  when  the  foe  is  near.  Soul,      ii;ive     faith 
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Soul, have  faith  in  Christ 


y—(^ 


-^-N- 


"S: 


:t==%=--:^^ 


faith  in  Christ  the  Lord, 
ill  Christ  ttie   Lord, 


He will  walk  the  way  be -side  thee; 

He      will      walk         the  way    be  -  side  thee; 


Trust His  love  and  grace  unfailing,  And  in  safety  He  will  guide 

Trust     His     love     and         jjrace  unfailing, 


thee. 
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Trust  His  love  and  grace  so       sure.un-fail-ins. 
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No.  158. 


Lo!  Here  am  I. 


Rev.  W.  C.  AUrtin. 


J.  M.  Black. 


1.  Lo!  here  am  I         to     do  Thy  will,  O    Lord;  Lo!  here  am  I       at - 

2.  Lo!  here  am  I,  and  all     I     have  is   Thine;  Lo!  here  am  I       to 

3.  I       do   not  ask  for  treasures  here  be  -  low ;  I      do  not  seek  the 
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ten  -  tive   to   Thy  word ; 
do    Thy  will  di-vine; 
path  be  -  fore    to   know, 
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will  is  mine,  to     do    or    dare  or 
er-rands  for    my  Sav-iour  would  I 
ly     re-veal  where  I    shall  go,  not 
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fly; 

why— 
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where 
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will  -  est. 

Lo! 

here 
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Mas  -  ter, 

let 

me 

know  Thy 

pleas  -  ure. 

Lo! 

here 
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Speed, speed  my  feet     in  Thy  serv-ice    so  sweet;  With  lov-ing  hands  I    will 


^ 


^=St 


±^=t 


^— t^ 


^=^: 


#=1/ 


^^^ 


:t 


t=^ 


Thy  com-mands : 


On  -  ly  sup-ply     am- pie  grace  from  on  high, - 
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Lo!  Here  am  I— Concluded. 


Mas  -  ter,      let      me    know  Thy  pleas -ure;      Lo!      here     am 
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He  is  So  Good  to  Me. 
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1.  1     love  my  bless -ed    Sav-iour,     He     is        so  good     to     me; 

2.  Oh,  when  I     think  how  Je  -  sus     Suf-fered    and  died    for     me, 

3.  Oh,  who  like    Je  -  sus,  tell   me,  Could  all     my  sor  -  rows  share? 

4.  I     tell   Him   all     my  troub-les,    My  hope    on  Him      is  stayed; 
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He  helps  me  thro'  life's  con-flicts.  And  gives  me  lib 

I     can  -  not  help    but  love  Him,   Un-wor-thy  tho' 

Oh,  who  like  Him,  life's  bur-dens  Would  help  me  here 

He  speaks  so  gen  -  tly,  say  -  ing,  "My  child,   be  not 
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I     love  Him, 
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Wonderful  Love. 


H.  A.  Henry. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 

^     ^ 


1.  Tell  me   the   sto  -  ry  of       Je  -  sus     a  -gain,    Tell  of  His  love, 

2.  Out   on    the   by-ways  and  high-ways  of    life,     Tell  of  His  love, 

3.  Nothing   on  earth  or  in     heav-en     so   sweet;  Tell  of  His  love, 
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won-der-ful  love;  Tell  how  he  died  for  the  chil-dren  of  men, 
won-der  -  f  ul  love;  How  it  will  smooth  a-  way  an  -  ger  and  strife, 
won-der-ful  love;  Noth-ing      so     beau  -  ti  -    ful,  per-fect,  com-plete, 
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Won-der  -  ful,  won-der  -  ful  love! 
Won-der  -  ful ,  won-der  -  ful  love! 
Won-der  -  ful,  won-der  -  ful       love! 


When  I  am  faint  with  the 
Com -forts  may  fail  me,  and 
When    I       am     near  where  the 
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heat  of    the  day,   Bur-dened  with    sor  -  row     and  care   by   the  way, 
friends  may  for-sake,     E  -  vils      op  -  press    me,    and   sor-rows  o'er-take, 
dark  wa-ters   flow,  When  thro'  the     val  -  ley       of  shad-ows    I      go, 
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Tell    me  of  Him  who     on      Cal  -  va  -  ry's    tree,      Suf-fered  and 

Yet      in  my  heart  shall  this  prayer  ev   -    er       be, —  Tell    me     of 

When  face  to  face      I        my    Sav  -  iour  shall    see,     This  shall  my 
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Wonderful  Love — Concluded* 


Bit. 


Chorus. 
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died  for  a  sin  -  ner  like  me. 
Je  -  sus,  who  suf  -  fered  for  me. 
song  thro'      e   -   ter  -   pi   -  ty        be: 
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Wou-der  -  ful,    won -der  -  ful, 
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von-der  -  ful  love,       Won     - 
wou-der  -  ful    love,       Won-der  -  fu 
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der  -  ful,  won -der  -  ful     love! 

won-der-  ful,   wou    -  der   -    ful       love' 
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How  I  shall  sing,  when  I  meet  thegreat  King,  His  wonderful, wonderful  love! 
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Charlotte  Elliott, 


Just  as  I  Am. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


1.  Just  as 

2.  Just  as 

3.  Just  as 

4.  Just  as 

5.  Just  as 
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I  am,  with  -  out  one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 

I  am,  and     waiting  not    To    rid     my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

I  am,  the'   tossed  a-bout  With  many  a  con-flict,many  adoubt, 

I  am-poor, wretched, blind;  Sight, riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 

I  am-Thou  wilt  receive,  Wilt  welcome, pardon, cleanse,relieve; 
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And  that  Thou  biddst  me  come  to  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanseeach  spot,    O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

Fight-ings  and  fears  within,  with-out,     O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

Yea,  all     I     need,  in  Thee  to  find,      O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 

Be-cause  Thy  promise   I      be-lieve,     O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come! 
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Tell  the  Sweet  Story. 


Rev.  Alfred  J.  Hough. 
,1     Moderato. 
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1.  Tell     the  sto  -  ry,ten-der, sweet,  At  the  Saviour's  wounded  feet  I       have 

2.  Tell     the  sto  -  ryo'er  audo'er,     I  have  opened  wide  the  door  Where  the 

3.  Tell     the  sto  -  ry,ten-der,sweet,Allitsmatcliless  strains  repeat,-Of     a 
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found  re-deem-ing  mei-cy,full  aud  free;  And  a  flood  of  rap  -ture  glows 
Saviour  knocked  and  waited  day  by  day  ;Now  His  praise  I  love  to  sing, 
soul  redeemed  and  tilled  with  love  divine;  Now  for  Christ  a-lone      I     live. 
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In  my  heart,  and  o-ver-flows,  For  the  love  of  Je  -  sus  saves  e  -  ven  me. 
My  Re-deera-er,  Saviour,  Kitig,  And  His  word  my  soul  delights  to  o  -  bey. 
And  to  Him  my  service  give.  For  the  love  of  Je-sus  now    is         mine. 


Crown  Him  with  glo      -      -     ry.         Tell  the  sweet  sto      -      -      ry.      Tell  the 
Crown  Him  with  glo  -  ry,  Tell  the  sweet  sto-ry, 
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name.thefiimeof  Jesus  far  and  wide,       Crown  Him  with  glo    -    -     ry, 

fnr  and  wide,  Crown  Him  with  glo-rv, 
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Tell  the  Sweet  Story  -Concluded, 
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Tell  the  sweet  sto     -     -     ry,  Tell  the  whole  wide  world  of  Jesus  crucified. 

Tell  the  sweet  sto-ry,  cru-ci-fied. 
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No.  J  63.    O  Could  I  Speak  the  Matchless  Worth. 

Samuel  iMEOLET.  Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 


1.  O       could 

2.  I'd       sing 

3.  Well,  the 


I 
the 
de 


speak  the  match 
pre  -  clous  blood 
light   -   ful    day 
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less  Avorth,     O   could  I 

He  spilt,      My  ran-som 

•will  come  When  mv  dear 

n 


sound  the  glo  -  ries  forth,  Which  in  my  Sav-iour  shine,  I'd 
from  the  dreadful  guilt  Of  sin,  and  wrath  di  -  vine;  I'd 
Lord  will  bring  me  home,     And      I    shall  see     His       face;         Then 
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sing 
with 


and  touch  the 
His  glo  -  rious 
my  Sav  -  iour, 
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heav'nly  strings, 
right-eous-ness. 
Broth -er,  Friend, 


And  vie  with  Ga  -  briel 
In  which  all -per  -  feet, 
A       blest     e  -  ter    -    ni  - 


while  he  sings  In  notes  almost  di  -  vine, 
heav'nly  dress  My  soul  shall  ev-er  shine, 
ty      I'll  spend,  Tri-um-phant  in  His  grace, 


0 — '^ W 

In  notes  almost  di  -  vine. 
My  soul  shall  ev  -  er  shine. 
Triumphant  in      His  grace. 
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No.  J  64. 


Trust  and  Obey. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Saihmis. 


D.  B.  Towner. 


When  we  walk  with  the  Lord  In  the  light  of  His  Word,  What  a  glo  -  ry   He 
Not    a  shad-ow   can  rise,  Not  a  cloud  in  the  skies,  But  His  smile  quickly 
Not    a  bur -den  we  bear,  Not  a    sor-row  we  share,  But  our  toil  He  doth 
Butwe  nev-er  can  prove  The  delights  of  His  love     Un -til  all   on  the 

Then    in   fel-low-ship  sweet  We  will  sit  at  His  feet.  Or  we'll  walk  by  His 
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sheds  on  our  way!  While  we   do    His  good  will,    He     a  -  bides  with  us 
drives  it  a -way;  Not    a  doubt  nor     a     fear,    Not    a     sigh  nor    a 
rich  -  ly  re-pay;   Not     a    grief  nor     a     loss.    Not    a  frown  nor    a 
al    -    tar  we  lay;     For  the    fa  -  vor  He  shows,  And  the  joy    He    be- 
side    in  the  way;  What  He  says  we  will    do.  Where  He  sends  we  will 
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still,  And  with  all  Avho  will  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

tear  Can    a-bide  while  we  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

cross,But  is  blest,  if     we  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

stows.  Are  for  all  who  will  trust  and  o-bey. 

go,     Nev  -  er  fear,  on  -  ly  trust  and  o  -  bey. 

->5>-      -0-     -O-     -•-       ^       -^      -#-        _  •       ,, 


Trust  and  o-bey.  For  there's 
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no  oth  • 


way    To  be  hap-py    in  Je  -  sus,  but  to  trust  and    o  -  bey. 
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No.  J  65.      One  More  Day^s  Work  for  Jesus. 


A\iss  Anna  Warner. 


Rev.  Robert  Lowrv. 


1.  One  more  day's  Avork    for 

2.  One  more  day's  work   for 

3.  One  more  day's  work  for 

4.  One  more  day's  work   for 

5.  Oh,  bless  -  ed      work    for 


Je  -  sus;  One  less      of    life 
Je  -  sus;  How  glo  -  rious  is 
Je  -  sus;  How  sweet  the  work 
Je  -  sus- Oh,  j-es,      a     wea  - 
Je  -  sus!   Oh,  rest      at      Je  - 


for    me! 

my  King! 

has  been, 

ry    day; 
sus'  feet! 
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But  heav'u  is  near-er, 
'Tis  joy,  not  du  -  ty, 
To  tell  the  sto  -  ry, 
But  heav'n  shines  clear-er. 
There  toil  seems  pleas-ure, 
-^ ^^-^ 


And  Christ  is  dear 
To  speak  His  beau 
To  show  the  glo 
And  rest  comes  near 
My  wants  are  treas 
— • f ^ 
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ter-day    to      me;    His  love  and  light    Fill   all   my  soul      to-night, 
mounts  on  the  wing  At  the  mere  thought  How  Christ  my  life  has  bought, 
flock    en  -  ter    in!     How  it    did  shine    In   this  poor  heart  of   mine! 
step     of    the  way;  And,  Christ  in  all —  Be -fore  His  face      I      fall, 
for     Him   is  sweet;  Lord,  if      I      may,  I'll  serve  an  -  oth  -  er    day. 
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Chorus 


One   more   day's  work   for    Je  -sus, 
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life   for    me. 
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No.  J  66. 

W.  B.  Drury. 


Some  Blessed  Day. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  Some  day  we'll  meet, on  that  blest  shore, 

2.  Some  day,  when  life and  work  are  done, 

3.  Some  day,  in      realms of  heav'nly  light 

1.  Someday    we'll  meet,  on    that  blest  shore, 
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The  loved  ones  who have  gone  be  -  fore, 

And   we  the     crown of     life  have   won, 

We'll  see  how    God  did   lead  a  -   right 

The  loved  ones  who  have  gone  be  -  fore, 
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And  know  that  we shall  part  no 

We'll  shine  for-  ev       -       -      -       -       er     as    the 

Our    wea  -  ry     feet thro'  earth-ly 

And  know  that    we 
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more; 

sun; 

night; 

shall  part     no  more; 
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Some  day,some  blessed  day.  Some  day, some  blessed  day,  We  know  not  when 'twill 
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Some  Blessed  Day— Concluded. 
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be,  We'll  meet  arouud  the  great  white  throne,Some  day, some  blessed  day. 
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No.  167. 

Rev.  B.  F.  Clarkson. 


i/        "        1/        ^^ 

Jesus  Says  So. 
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1.  The  blood  of  Christ,  for  sin-ners  shed,  Will  wash  us    white    as  snow; 

2.  His  blood  He  free  -  ly   shed  for   all;  Oh,  see     the     foun -tain  flow T 

3.  The  lights  now  gleam  up-on  the  shore,  Where  we  some   day   may  go, 

4.  In     that  fair  land  we'll  rest  at   last.   In    gar-ments  white   as  snow, 

5.  O     come   to    Je  -  sus,  come  to-day;  He'll  wash  you  white  as  snow; 
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His  Spir  ■ 
His  Spir  ■ 
And  dwell 
When  all 
He  will 
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•  it    brings    to     life     the    dead.  For   Je  -  sus  says  so. 

it       un   -    to     all     doth   call ;    For  Je  -  sus  says  so. 

with  Him     for  -  ev   -  er  -  more.    For   Je  -  sus  says  so. 

the    cares    of    earth  are    past,    For   Je  -  sus  says  so. 

not    turn    one  soul      a  -   way.    For   Je  -  sus  says  so. 
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No.  168. 


Bculah  Land. 


Edgar  Page. 


JNO.    R.    SwENbY. 
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1.  I've  reached  the  laud  of  corn  and  Avine,  And  all    its  rich-  es     free  -  ly  mine; 

2.  My  Saviour  comes  and  walks  with  me,  And  sweet  communion  here  have  we; 

3.  A  sweet  perfume  up  -  on  the  breeze  Is    borne  from  ev-er  -  ver  -  nal  trees, 

4.  The  zephyrs  seem  to   float   to   me  Sweet  sounds  of  heaven's  mel -o- dy, 
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Here  shines  indimmed  one  blissful  day, For  all  my  night  has  passed  a-way. 
He    gen  -  tly  leads  me    by   the  hand,  For   this  is  heaven's    bor-der-land. 
And  flow'rs  that  nev-er  -  fad-ing  grow  Where  streams  of  life  for-ev  -  er  flow. 
As    angels,  with  the  white-robed  throng,  Join  in  the  sweet  redemption  song. 
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O  Beu  -lah  Land,  sweet  Beulah  Land,  As  on  thy  high-est  mount  I  stand, 
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I     look    a-way     a  -  cross  the  .sea,  Where  mansions  are  prepared  forme, 
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And  view  the  shin-ing    glo  -  ry-shore,My  heav'n,  my  home  for-ev  -  er-more! 
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No.  169. 


Near  the  Cross. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.    H.  DOANE. 


1.  Je    -  sus,  keep  me  near   the  Cross,  There     a    pre-cious  foun-taiu 

2.  Near  the  Cross    a  trembling  soul.   Love   and  mer  -  cy    found   me, 

3.  Near  the  Cross,  O  Lamb   of    God,  Bring  its  scenes  be  -  fore      me; 

4.  Near  the  Cross  I'll  watch  and  wait,  Hop  -  ing,  trust -ing     ev   -   er, 
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Free     to     all —  a    heal  -  ing  stream — Flows  from  Calv'ry's  mountain. 
There  the  bright  and  Morn-ing    Star  Shed    its  beams   a  -  round    me. 
Help  me  walk  from  day     to      day   With    its  shad  -  ow  o'er      me. 
Till      I    reach   the  gold  -  en  strand.  Just    be-yond    the   riv    -    er. 


m 


r=p 


• — s--» 


:^=t 


Refrain. 
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the  Cross,     Be     my    glo  -  ry     ev    -    er, 
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In        the    Cross,     in 
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Till    my  rap-tured    soul  shall  find  Rest    be-yond   the  riv 
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Anna  Chichestek. 


Satisfied  with  Jesus. 
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John  Tibbals. 
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1.  I    am  walking  with  the  Saviour  ill  the  blessed  nar-row  way,    I 

2.  In   my  grief  He's  con-so -la-tion,  in  my  tri -als  He's  my  stay;  I 

3.  When  I   fal-ter  in  my  weakness,  on  His  arm  He  bids  me  lean,  I 
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am 
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sat-is-fied  with  Christ  my  Lord ;  Once  my  soul  was  in  the  darkness, now  has 
sat-is-fied  with  Christ  my  Lord ;  With  H  is  tender  arms  around  me  I  can 
sat-is-fied  with  Christ  mv  Lord ;  When  temptations  overwhelm  me,  with  His 
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dawned  the  gold  -  en  day,       I 

nev  -  er   know  dis-may,        I 

blood   He  makes  me  clean,      I 


am  sat  -  is-fied  with  Christ  my  I^ord. 
am  sat  -  is-fied  with  Christ  my  Lord, 
am  sat  -  is-fied  with  Christ  my  Lord, 
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evi   -  er    he      my  Guide;    I 
Chorus. 
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am  sat  -  is-fied  with  Christ  my  Lord. 


am  sat  -  is  -  fied,  yes, 

am    sat    -    is  -   fied     with    Je    -    sus, 
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am   Silt  -  is  -  fied 
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am   sat  -  is-fied  to  walk  with  Him  the  long,  long     way. 
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No.  17U 


I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


Miss  Kate  Hankey,   I8b', 


W.  G.  Fischer. 


love  to  tell  tlie  Sto  -  ly  Ofunseen  things  ii-bove,  Of  Je-sus  and  His 
love  to  tell  the  Sto  -  ry!  More  wonderful  it  seems, Than  all  the  golden 
love  to  tell  the  Story!  'Tispleasant  to  repeat  What  seems,  each  time  I 
love  to  tell  tlie  Story!  For  those  who  know  it  best  Seem  hungering  and 
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tell   it, 

thirsting 
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Je  -  sus  and  His  Love!  I  love  to  tell  the  Sto-ry! 

all  our  golden  dreams.  I  love  to  tell  the  Sto-ry! 
wou-der-ful  -ly  sweet.  I  love  to  tell  the  Sto-ry! 
hear  it,  like  the  rest.  And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 
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cause  I  know  it's  true;  It  sat-is-fies  my  longings.  As  nothing  else  would  do. 

did  so  much  for  me!  And  that  is  just  the  reason  I  tell  it  now  to  thee, 
some  have  never  heard  The  message  of  salvation  From  God's  own  Holy  Word, 
sing  the  New, New  Song, 'Twill  be  the  Old, Old  Story  That  I  have  loved  so  long. 
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I    love      to  tell 

the  Sto  -ry!  'Twill  be  my  theme  in     glo  -  ry, 
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To      tell     the  Old,  Old     Sto  -  ry 
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Of     Je  -  sus  and     His   love. 
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Sunshine  of  Love. 


Rev.  Richard  H.  Gilbkrt. 


J.  M.  Black. 


V^^-. 


-A-1 


1.  In  tills  world,  where  shadows  Dark  and  drear  abouud,Where  the  tears  of 

2.  Souls  in  darkness  grop-ing,    Seek-ing  for  the    way,     Lead-ing  up     to 

3.  Soon  will  end  the  work-time,  And  the  pain  and  strife,   Then  well  rest  to- 
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sor  -  row  Plen  -  ti-ful  are    found.    Let  us  prove  our  un  -  ion  With  the 
glo  -  ry,   Realm  of  end-less  day  ;Comfort,cheer.and  help  them, Doubt  and 
geth-er,  Blest  with  peace  and  life;     With  our  lov-ing  Sav  -  iour,  Now  en- 
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Christ  a  -  bove,       By   the  joy  of  show  -  iug  Bright  sunshine  of  love. 

fear      re -move,    Mak-ing  plain  the  pathway   With  sunshine  of  love. 

throned  a  -  bove,    Bask-ing  then  for  -  ev   -    er       In     sunshine  of  love. 
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t 

'i      r    1      ^    '      • 

J  ftilTT  0  •          ! 

1        1 

1               l'  '        1              1  ' 

i'        1 

1        1 

It                   •  • 

#j  •  M  • 

A     ff 

1  •    •!  • 

^            ^ 

«J 

^  r  jr~j~"-^* - 

Sun -shine,    sunshine,  coming  from  a-  bove;  Keep  it  beaming  ev  -  er, 

Sunshine, blessed  sunshine, 

„   ,L-€-  -f-J     _f            .                        1              J- J 

/i>Ht  It  r   '7  r 

tf  •      s  * 

•      •    «      • 

*.  •  ,T'    • 

m        m     m        m 

_•  •    •  •  J 

i^j'tri.Ti         ,       \j 

m  .     »  • 

•         !•*•{• 

!•        1*     1*        1* 

1*  *    1*  * 

r     1 

1 

1        1 

T' 

4 L'     1 — W 

_| — U— ^ — u 

-1 — \ — 1 

kl  L_| PS 44— p^^g-^'  I        N-H 1 U-r-l ^^-4- — ^^-^ — ^ 

r     ;^   r   r  •  -#-•  ^^ 


Bright  sunshine  of  love;     Keei^  it  beaming  ever,  Bright  sunshine  of  love. 
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No.  173. 


Blessed  Assurance. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby, 


Mrs.  Jos. 


1.  Bless -ed    as-sur  -  auce,   Je-sus     is     mine!    Oh,  what  a  lore 

2.  Per  -feet  sub-mis -sion,    per-fect    de  -  light,    Vi  -  sions  of  rap- 

3.  Per  -feet  sub-mis -siou,    all     is     at     rest,        I      in    my  Sav 


•taste  of 
ture  now 
-iour  am 


NH-^-^ ^ iv  — 


glo  -  ry     di  -  vine!  Heir  of    sal-va-  tion,  purchase  of    God,  Born  of  His 
burst  on    my  sight,  An -gels,  descending,bringfrom  a  -  bove,Ech-oesof 
hap-py  and  blest,Watchiugand  waiting,look-ing    a-bove,  Filled  with  His 


Chorus. 
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Spir  -  it,  washed  in  His     blood. 

mer  -  cy,    whis-pers  of      love.     \  This   is    my    sto   -  ry,     this  is  my 

good-ness,    lost    in    His      love. 
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song,     Prais-ing   my  Sav  -  iour    all    the  day       long;      This   is    my 
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sto  -  ry,     this    is     my  song.  Praising  my  Sav-iour  all    the  day  long. 
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No.  174. 


I  Love  Thee,  I  Know, 


Rev.  W.  C.  Martin. 


J.  M.  Black. 


"^  y 

1 .  I  love  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,    I  can-not  say  more,  E'en  should  my  words  echo  from 

2.  I  love  Thee,  I  love  Thee  ;the  words  are  so  sweet  I  could  them  a  thousand  times 

3.  I  love  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,yea,Tliou  art  to  me  More  precious  than  all  the  world's 
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shore  un  -  to  shore, 
o  -  ver    re -peat; 
treasures  could  be; 


But  this  much  a- gain  and  a -gain  I  can  say,  I 
I  sing  them  a -loud, and  I  whisper  them  low,  I 
I  long  for   the  day     I  shall  see  Thy  sweet  face,  I 
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love  Thee.my  Je 
love  Thee,  my  Je 
love  Thee,  ray    Je 


N>  "  -0-  -0-     -0-^  -#-     -•- 

■  SUS,    I    love  Thee  al  -  way.     I    love Thee,  I 

■  SUS,    I    love  Thee,  I   know. 

•SUS,Thou  Fountain  of  grace.     I  love  Thee,  my  Jesus,    I 
0       0-.0—0       _      ^ 
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know, I       love Thee,  I       know; What-ev- er  be- 

love  Thee,  I  kuow,   I    love  Thee,  ray  Je-sus,    I    love  Thee,  I  know; 
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tide  me,  or    ev-er    I    go,       I  love  Thee,my  Jesus,  I  love  Thee,I  know. 
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No.  175,  A  Better  Time  is  Coming. 


.1.  B.  V. 


J.  B.  Vaughan. 


1.  Soon  we'll  lay  our  burdens  down,  And  take  up    a     gold-en  crown,  A 

2.  We   have   tri  -  als  hen;    be- low,  Where  the  tur- bid   wa-tersflow,     A 

3.  Soon,  be  -  fore  our   Father's  throne,  We  will  meet  the  loved  ones  gone,  A 

-    -    -     ^  ^ .  -•-  -#-    -•-•  -#-  -•-•  o    » .        I      ^ 


bet-ter   time   is  com-ing    by   and  by;  Soon  we'll  en  -  ter     in    -  to 

bet-ter   time  is  com-ing    by   and  by;  Let      us    look  be-yond   the 

bet-ter  time  is  com-ing    by  and  by;  Let     us  press  a  -  long    the 
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'\j      j^  D.  a. —  When  this  wea  -  ry    life     is 
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rest,  With  the  ran-somed  and    the  blest,    A 

gloom, Where  transplanted    ro  -  ses  bloom,  A 

way,    To    that  glad     tri  -  um  -  phal  day,     A 
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better  time  is  coming  by 
better  time  is  coming  by 
better  time  is  coming  by 
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better  time  is  coming  by  and 


o'er,  Aiid    we  reach  the    oth  -  er  shore,   A 
Fine.    Chorus. 
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No  Night  There. 


Walter  Kittredgc. 
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1.  Thereisno  night  there,  butone  endless  day,  In  that  beautiful  land,  Away,  far  away; 


Just  beyond  the  river  that  land  I  see : — Loved  ones  are  waiting  to  welcome  thee. 
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There  is  no  night  there,  no  night  there,  Grod  is  the  light,  there  is  no  night  there; 


No  night  there,  no  night  there,  God     is  the  light,  there  is  no  night  there. 
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2.  Why  are  we  troubled  here  below?  To  that  beautiful  land  we  soon  shall  go ; 
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No  Night  There — Concluded* 


^E'^-I \ v"^ 

ri — M^— 

^           Repeat  Chorus.  D.  S. 
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Who  will  meet  us?  what  shall  we  see,  When  we  get  over    thejas  -  per  sea? 
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3.  Flow'rs  are  blooming  on  ev-'ry  hand,  Riv-ers  like  crystal  in  that  beautiful  land. 
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Repeat  Chorus.  D.  S. 
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Music  the  sweetest,  flowers  most  rare, 

We'll  dwell  with  our  Father,  there  is  no  night  there. 
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No.  177. 


Gloria  Patri. 
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Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and     to    the  Son,    and     to    the   Ho -ly  Ghost; 
Asit  was  in  the  beginning,i3  now,  and  ever  shall  be.  World  without  end.  Amen. 
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No.  178. 


^^He  Shall  Sustain  Thee/^ 


LiDA  M.  Keck. 


-+^— I 1 — 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  Life    may  have  tri  -  al,    and     sor  -  row    and    care,      Bur- 

2.  Fear    not   the   sub -tie  temp -ta  -  tions  that    roll      Like 

3.  Earth-friends  may  cheer  with  their  fel  -  low  -  ship  sweet,   Mak 

4.  When  the  long  shadows  fore  -  to  -  ken     the   night,    Lo, 


dens    too 
an  -  gry 

■  ing  life's 
in     life's 


great  for   thy  spir  -  it  to 

o-cean-waves  o   -  ver  thy 

path-way  with  glad-ness  re  ■ 

e-ven-tide  all     shall  be 


bear,    B,ut     the   sweet  prom  -  ise       of 
soul ;     He     who  spake  peace    to     wild 
plete.    But  there's   a    Friend  that      is 
light!  Praise  His    dear  name  with   thy 
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Bit. 
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Je-sus    is    thine,  "He  shall  sustain  thee,"  with  pow-er  di  -  vine. 

Gal  -  i  -  lee's  wave, "He  shall  sustain  thee," the  "Mighty  to     save!" 

dear -er  than  all,      "He  shall  sustain  thee,"  nor  suf  -  fer  thy     fall, 

last  fleet-ing  breath,  "He  shall  sustain  thee"  in    life    and  in    death. 
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He shall  sustain  thee,     He shall  sustain  thee," 

He  shall  sustain  thee,"  O  child  of  His  care, Lean  upon  Him  and  thy  burdens  He'll  bear; 
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Je      -       sus,      thySav      -      ionr.   will  all  thy  sor-row  share;. 
Je-sus,  thy  bless-ed  Re-doem-er,  hath  promised  that  He      thy         sorrows  will  i 
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"He  Shall  Sustain  Thee** — Concluded. 
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Pie shall  sus-tain  thee,     He shall  sus- 

Leaii   up  -  on       Je  -  sus,     O  child  of  His  care,       He     is       so      read-y    tliy 
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tain  thee,     He shall  sustain  thee, "  O  child  of  His  care. 

burdeus  to  bear,Trust  Him, and  "He  sliuU  sustain  thee,"  O  child  of      His  care. 
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No.  J  79.  Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 

Sarah  F.  Adams. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to     Thee;      E'en  tho' it    be    a  cross 

2.  Tho' like  a  wan-der-er,     The  sun  gone  down,      Darkness  be    o-verme, 

3.  There  let  the  way  appear  Steps  un -to     heav'u;  All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

4.  Then,  with  my  waking  tho'ts  Bright  with  Thy  praise,  Out    of  my  ston-y  griefs, 

5.  Or       if,    on  joy -ful  wing, Cleaving  the  sky,      Sun,moon,and  stars  forgot. 
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D.  >S. — Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
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That  rais-eth   me;  Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Near-er, my  God,  to  Thee, 

My     rest  a     stone;  Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be  Near-er, my  God,  to  Thee, 

In      mer-cy    giv'n;  An  -  gels  to  beck -on  me    Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Beth -el    I'll  raise;  So    by  my  woes  to  be     Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Up-wardI      fly;  Still  allmy  songshall  be,  Near-er,my  God,toThee, 
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No.  J  80.  The  Land  Beyond  the  Stars. 


Katharine  E.  Purvjs. 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  We     can  see    the  gleam  a  -   far        Of  "the  bright  and  morning  star, " 

2.  When  our  eyes    be  -  hold  the  light      Of  that  land  which  has  no  night, 

3.  Our  sad  hearts,  with  long- ing  filled     For    the  vol  -  ces  death  has  stilled, 
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As        we     jour-ney     on      our  home -ward      way;         Soon   earth's 
God's    own    hand  shall  wipe     a  -  way       all        tears;         We      shall 
And     the       fa  -  ces      lost      to     mor   -    tal       sight,        Shall       u  - 
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shadows  will  be  past,  And  our  souls  re  -  joice  at  last  In  the 
see  Him  face  to  face  Who  hath  saved  us  by  His  grace.  And  re  - 
nite  love's  broken  chain  When  we  clasp  our     own      a   -gain.      In    the 
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dawn  of     ev  -  er  -  last-ing   day.      On  the     hap 
peat  His  praise  thro'  endless  years, 
morning     of      e  -  ter  -  nal  light. 
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The  Land  Beyond  the  Stars— Concluded. 
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died  for  you  and   me,  And  we'll  sing  His  praise  thro' end-less    days 
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No.  18 J.  Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Simeon  Butler  Marsh. 

Finet 


-,    J      Je-sus,  Lov-er   of    my  soul,     Let  me   to  Thy  bos  -  om      fly, ....\ 
■  \^Yhile  the  nearer   wa-ters  roll,  While  the  tempest  still    is        high.../ 

-•-  -<9-       .     -G>-    -»-   -f9-  -19-     -0-  -S>-     -*-   -iS"-.       -,  .  /T^ 


^£^ 


:^=z|i=^z^ 


#-^^^ 


i^n: 


:^=^^? 


I 


-D.C. — Safe  in  -  to  the   ha  -  ven  guide;  Oh,  re-ceive  my  soul    at      last. 


D.  a 
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Hide  me,  O  my  Sav-iour,     hide, 


Till  the  storm  of  life  is        past; 
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2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee: 
Leave,  O  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found- 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound; 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

Thou  of  life  the  Fountain  art, 
Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee; 

Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart; 
Rise  to  all  eternity.         , 
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Na  182. 

G.  M.  Bills. 


Would  You  Shine  for  Jesus? 
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1.  Would  you  shine  for  Jesus?  Let  His  love  impart      Ar-dor  to  your  ac-tions, 

2.  Would  you  shine  for  Jesus  'Mid  the  careless  throng?  Ini-i-tate  His  graces 

3.  Would  you  shine  for  Jesus     As   a  mir-ror  true?    Image  forth  His  goodness 
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Comfort  to  your  heart;  With  your  soul  illumined  By  the  Spirit's  glow 
As  you  pass  a  -  long;  Make  no  weak  surrender  To  the  coarse  and  vile; 
As  revealed  in    you.     If  you  thus  re-flect  Him  Till  this  life  is     o'er. 
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You  will  be      a    bea-con  In  this  world  of     woe.      Shin    -    ing      for 
Keep  your  tongue  from  evil,  And  your  lips  from  guile. 
You  will  in  His  kingdom  Shine  for-ev  -  er   -  more.   Shin in<;  for  Je-sus, yes. 
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D.  S. — To  the  sad  and  erring,  Thus  for  Jesus     shine. 
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Je     -     sus,  Bringing  light  di  -  vine     To  the  sad  and  erring,  Thus  for 
shining  for  Je-sus, 
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Je-sus  shine;  Shin    -    ing      for  Je     -      sus.    Bringing  light  divine 
Sliiniiis  for  .Icsus.x  es.shiniuo;  for  Jesus, 
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No.  183.      The  Land  Just  Across  the  River. 


Rev.  Samuel  Stennett. 

— T — i-#H — I 1 '<- 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


P                       t/                            -           -  -           I 
I 

Ou    Jor-dan's  storm-y  banks     I  stand,  And  cast    a   wish 

O'er  all  those  wide-ex -tend  -  ed  plains  Shines  one  e-  ter  ■ 

When  shall  I   reach  that  hap  -  jjy  place,  And  be     for  -  ev  ■ 
Filled  with  delight,  my  rap-tured  soul  Would  here  no  long 
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nal  day; 
er   blest? 
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To      Ca-naan's  fair  and  hap  -  py  land,  Where  my  pos- ses-sions 

There  God   the  Sou  for  -  ev   -   er  reigns.  And  scat-ters  night  a   - 
When  shall    I     see   my    Fa- ther's  face,   And  in    His   bos-om 

Tho' Jor-dan's  waves  a-round   me  roll,  Fear-less  I'd  launch  a  - 
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rest? 
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We  will  rest     in       the  fair  and  hap-py  laud 
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Mo  -  ses  and  the  Lamb,  by  and  by,  And  dwell  w 
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No.  J  84.      Leaning  On  the  Everlasting  Arms. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


— I 1 1 — ^- 


A.  J.  Showalter. 
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1.  What  a     fel -low-ship,  what  a    joy    divine,  Lean-ing  on    the  ev  -  er- 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  in  this  pilgrim  way,  Lean-ing  on    the  ev  -er- 

3.  What  have  I      to  dread,  Avhat  have  I  to  fear,  Lean-ing  on    the  ev  -  er- 
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last  -  ing   Arms!    What     a     bless-ed-ness,  what     a     peace  is  mine, 
last  -ing   Arms!       Oh,  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day    today, 
last  -  lug   Arms?        I      have  bless-ed  peace  with    my    Lord  so  near, 
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lean       -     ing.     Safe  and  se-cure  from  all     a  -  larms.  Lean     • 

lean  -  ing  on  Je-sus,  Lean-ing 
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lean     -      -     ing, 

lean  -  ing     on   Je    -    sus. 
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Lean  -  ing      on   the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    Arms. 
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No.  185. 


Joy  to  the  World. 


Isaac  Watts. 


Handel. 


1.  Joy      to     the  world!  the   Lord    is    come;    Let  earth     re  -  ceive   her   King;    Let 

2.  Joy      to     the  world!  the    Sav- iour  reigns;  Let   men  their  songs  em- ploy ;  While 

3.  No    more  let      sin     and     sor-row   grow,  Nor  thorns  in-  fest     the  ground;  He 

4.  He    rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace,  And  makes  the    na -tions  prove    The 
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heart    pre  -  pare  Him   room,  And  heav'n  and  na  -  ture  sing,  And 

floods,  rocks, hills,  and    plains,  Re- peat   the  sound-ing    joy.  Re- 

make  His     bless-ings    flow      Far     as     the    curse   is    found.  Far 

of        His     righi-eous- ness,   And  won-ders     of     His  love.  And 

And  heav'n  and  na-ture 


heav'n  and  na  -  ture  sing, 
peat       the  sound-ing  joy, 
as  the  curse  is  found, 

won  -  ders   of      His  love, 
sing, 


And  heav'n,  and    heav'n  and    na  -  ture  sing. 

Re  -  peat,        re  -  peat      the  sound-ing  joy. 

Far    as,  far      as  the  curse      is  found. 

And  wonders,  and  won  -  ders     of      His  love. 


sing. 


And  heav'n  and  na-ture  sing. 


No.  186. 


Faith  of  Our  Fathers. 


Frkderick  W.  Faber 
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Ad.  by  J.  G.  Walton. 
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j  Faith  of  our  fa-thers!  liv  -  ing  still  In  spiteof  dungeon,  fire,  andsword: 

(  O  how  our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy  Whene'er  we  hear  [OwmY.     .     .     .     ]   that  glo 
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rious  word:  Faith  of  our  fa-thers!  ho  -  ly  faith!  We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death! 
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2  Our  fathers,  chained  in  prisons  dark, 
Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience  free; 

How  sweet  would  be  their  children's  fate. 
If  they,  like  them,  could  die  for  thee! 

Faith  of  our  fathers!  holy  faith! 

We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death! 


3  Faith  of  our  fathers!  we  will  love 

Both  friend  and  foe  in  all  our  strife: 

And  preach  thee,  too,  as  love  knows  how, 
By  kindly  words  and  virtuous  life: 

Faith  of  our  fathers!  holy  faith! 

We  will  be  true  to  thee  till  death! 
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No.  187. 

Charles  Wesley. 


AfisCt  My  Soul,  Arise. 


Lewis  Edson. 


1  A  -  rise,  my  soul,  a-rise;  Shake  oif  thy  guilty  fears;  The  bleeding  sac-ri- 

2.  He   ev  -  er   lives  a-bove,  For   me   to   in  -  ter-cede;  His  all- re-deem-ing 

3.  Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears,  deceived  on  Cal-va-ry ;  They  pour  ef -fect-ual 

4.  My  God   is  rec-on-ciled;  His  pard'ning  voice  I  hear:  He  ownsmefor  His 
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fice       In   my    be  -  half  ap- pears:  Be -fore  the  throne  my  Sure-ty  stands, 
love.    His  precious  blood,  to  plead;  His  blood  a  -  toned  for    all  our  race, 
pray'rs, They  strongly  plead  for  me:  "For-give  him,  O    forgive, "  they  cry, 
child;   I     can   no   long  -  er    fear:  With  con-  ti-dence  I    now  draw  nigh, 
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Be  -  fore  the  throne  my  Surety  stands,  My  name  is  writ-ten  on     His    hands 
His  blood  a-  toned  for  all   our  race,  And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 
''For-give  him,  O   forgive, "  they  cry,  "Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner      die." 
With  con-ti-dence  I  nowdrawuigh.  And, "Father,  Ab-ba,  Fa-ther,"  cry. 
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No.  189.  O  Thou  That  Hearest  Prayer, 

1  O  Thou  that  hearest  prayer. 

Attend  our  humble  cry. 
And  let  Thy  servants  share 

Thy  blessing  from  on  high: 
We  plead  the  promise  of  Thy  word; 
Grant  us  Thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord! 

2  If  earthly  parents  hear 

Their  children  w  hen  they  cry ; 
If  they,  with  love  sincere, 

Their  children's  wants  supply; 
Much  more  wilt  Thou  Thy  love  display, 
And  answer  when  Thy  children  pray. 

3  Our  heavenly  Father,  Thou; 

We,  children  of  Thy  grace; 
O  let  Thy  Spirit  now 

Descend  and  fill  the  place; 
That  all  may  feel  the  heavenly  flame. 
And  all  unite  to  praise  Thy  name. 
John  Burton. 


No.  188.     The  Year  of  Jubilee. 

1  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow. 

The  gladly-solemn  sound! 
Let  all  the  nations  know. 

To  earth's  remotest  bound. 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Hath  full  atonement  made: 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb; 
Redemption  in  His  blood 

Throughout  the  -world  proclaim: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
Charles  Wesley. 
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Na  190.  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  Wilt. 

Tr.  by  A\iss  J.  Borthwick.  Carl  Maria  von  Webek. 


1.  My  Je  -  siis,  as  Thou  wilt:   O    may  Thy  will  be  mine;    In-  to   Thy 

2.  My  Je-  sus,  as  Thou  wilt:  Tho' seen  thro' many  a  tear,   Let  not  my 

3.  My  Je-  sus,  as  Thou  wilt:  All  shall  be    well  for  me;  Each  changing 


hand  of  love  I     would  my   all   re-sign.    Thro' sor  -  row   or  thro' joy, 
star    of  hope  Grow  dim  or     dis-ap  -  pear.  Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept 
fu-  ture  scene  I     glad  -  ly  trust  with  Thee.  Straight  to  my  home  a-bove, 
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ConductmeasThineown,Andhelpmestilltosay,"My  Lord, Thy  will  be  done. 
And  sorrowed  oft  alone.  If  I  must  weep  with  Thee,"My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done 
I   trav-el  calmly  on.  And  singinlifeordeath,"My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done 
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Greenwood.    S.  M. 


Joseph  E.  Sweetser. 


No.  191.    The  Throne  of  Grace. 

1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace; 

The  promise  calls  us  near; 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face, 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  Thine  image,  Lord,  bestow, 

Thy  presence  and  Thy  love, ' 
That  we  may  serve  Thee  here  below. 
And  reign  with  Thee  above. 

3  Teach  us  to  live  by  faith. 

Conform  our  wills  to  Thine; 
Let  us  victorious  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 

John  Newton. 


192.    Thine,  Living  or  Dying. 
Jesus,  I  live  to  Thee, 

The  loveliest  and  best; 
My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me, 

In  Thy  blest  love  I  rest. 
Jesus,  I  die  to  Thee, 

Whenever  death  shall  come; 
To  die  in  Thee  is  life  to  me. 

In  my  eternal  home. 
Living  or  dying,  Lord, 

I  ask  but  to  be  Thine; 
My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me, 

Makes  heaven  forever  mine. 

He'Nry  Harbaugh. 
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No.  J  93.      O  for  a  Thousand  Tongues  to  Sing. 


Carl  Gotthelf  Glaser. 
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.     O         for       a     thou  -  sand  tongues,  to  sing     My    great    Re-deem-er's    praise, 
!.     My      gra-cious  Mas   -  ter      and     ray    God,     As    -  sist     me       to        pro  -  claim, 
,.    Je   -  sus!    the  name    that  charms  our  fears,  That  bids    our     sor  -  rows     cease; 
.    He  breaks  the  pow'r      of      can-celed  sin,     He     sets    the  prison-  er        free; 
I  . I  I  I       ^  J 


The  glo  -  ries  of 
To  spread  thro'  all 
'Tis  mu  -  sic  in 
His     blood  can  make 


my 
the 
the 
the 


God  and  King, 
earth  a  -  broad 
sin-ner's  ears, 
foul  -  est  clean; 


The      tri-umphs  of       His  grace! 

The     Hon  -  ors      of      Thy  name. 

'Tis    life,    and  health,  and  peace. 

His  blood    a  -  vailed    for  me. 


No.  J  94.    How  Sweet  the  Name. 

1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul; 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  Name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place; 
My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring! 

John  Newton 


No.  J95.    O  for  a  Faith.    C.  M. 

1  O  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Though  pressed  by  ev'ry  foe, 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe! 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beneath  the  chastening  rod. 
But,  in  the<hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  God; 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempests  rage  without; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt; 

4  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this. 

And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 
We'll  ta.ste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

WlLLlA.M  HlLEY  BaTHURST. 


No.  196.        My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


Ray  Palmer. 


L.  Mason. 


My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lambof  Cal  -  va-ry,  Sav-iour  Di-vine!  Now  hear  me 

May  Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart.  My  zeal  inspire!  As  Thou  hast 

While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread,  A  iid  griefs  around  me  spread,  Be  Thou  my  guide;Bid  darkness 

When  ends  life'stransieat  dream.  When  death's  cold, sullen  stream  Shall  o'er  me  roll.  Blest  Saviour, 


Ete 


while  I  pray;  Take  all  my  guilt  a-way;  Oh,  let  me  from  this  day  Be  whql-ly  Thine! 
died  for  me.  Oh,  may  my  love  to  Thee  Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be — A  liv-ing  fire! 
turn  to  day.  Wipe  .sor-row's  tears  a-way.  Nor  let  me  ev  -  er  .stray  From  Thee  a-side. 
then,  in  love.  Fear  and  distrust  remove;  Oh,  bear  me  safe  a-bove — A  ransomed  soul. 
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No.  J  97. 


Come,  Sound  His  Praise. 


Isaac  Watts. 


Isaac  Smith. 


1.  Come,  sound  His  praise  a   -    broad,    And  hymns  of 

2.  Come,   vvor  -  ship   at       His    throne.  Come,  bow     be 

3.  To     -    day     at  -  tend  His     voice,      Nor    dare    pro 
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ho  -   vah     is        the      sov  -  'reign         God,    The     u     -     -     ni  -  ver  -  sal      King, 
are     His  works,  and     not       our  own;     He     formed     us      by       His     word, 

like    the     peo  -  pie      of         His  choice.  And    own         your   gra  -  cious   God. 


No.  J  98.  Give  to  the  Winds  Thy  Fears. 

1  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears; 

Hope,  and  be  undismaj'ed; 
God  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms. 

He  gently  clears  the  way; 
Wait  thou  His  time,  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  What  though  thou  rulest  not? 

Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell 
Proclaim,  "God  sitteth  on  the  throne, 
And  ruleth  all  things  well." 

4  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 

His  counsel  shall  appear, 
When  fully  He  the  work  hath  wrought 
That  caused  Thy  needless  fear. 

Paul  Gerhardt.    Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 


No.  199.    Awake,  and  Sing. 

1  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb; 
Wake,  every  heart  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  His  dying  love; 

Sing  of  His  rising  pow,er; 
Sing  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  He  bore. 

3  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 

Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing; 

Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 

In  Christ,  th'  eternal  King. 

4  Soon  shall  we  hear  Him  say, 

"Ye  blessed  children,  come!" 
Soon  will  He  call  us  hence  away, 
To  our  eternal  home. 

William  Hammond. 


No.  200.         I  Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord. 


Timothy  Dwight. 


Handel. 
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I        love     Thy    king  -    dom,    Lord,  The  house  of 

I        love     Thy  Church,   O         God!  Her  walls  be 

For   her       my     tears       shall     fall,  For  her  my 

Be  -  yond    my     high   -    est        joy  I  prize  her 


Thine  a  -  bode, 
fore  Thee  stand, 
pray'rsas  -  cend; 
heav'u-ly       ways, 


The  Church  our  blest  Re  -  deem  -  er  saved  With  His  own  pre  -  cious  blood. 
Dear  as  the  ap  -  pie  of  Thine  eye.  And  grav  -  en  on  Thy  hand. 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  giv'n,  Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 
Her    sweet  com  -  mun  -  ion,      sol  -  emn    vows.    Her  hymns  of       love    and  praise. 
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No.  20J.      Alas!  and  Did  My  Saviour  Bleed? 


Isaac  Watts. 


Stephen  Jenks. 
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1.  A  -  las!  and  did    my  Sav-iour  bleed?  And  did   my    Sovereign  die? 

2.  Was  it    for  crimes  tliat  I     have  done,  He  groaned  up-on     the  tree? 

3.  But  drops  of    grief  can  ne'er  re  -  pay   The  debt   of    love      I     owe: 
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No.  202.  Behold  the  Saviour. 

1  Behold  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
Nailed  to  the  shameful  tree; 

How  vast  the  love  that  Him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  thee! 

2  Hark !  how  He  groans,  while  nature  shakes. 
And  earth's  strong  pillars  bend: 

The  temple's  veil  in  sunder  breaks, 
The  solid  marbles  rend. 

3  'Tisdone!  the  precious  ransom's  paid! 
"Receive  my  soul!"  He  cries. 

See  where  He  bows  His  sacred  head; 
He  bows  His  head,  and  dies ! 

4  But  soon  He'll  break  death's  envious  chain, 
And  in  full  glory  shine: 

0  Lamb  of  God,  was  ever  pain, 
Was  ever  love,  like  Thine? 

S.  Wesley. 

No.  203.    There  is  a  Safe  and  Secret 
Place. 

1  There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 
Beneath  the  wings  divine, 

Reserved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace; 
O  be  that  refuge  mine! 

2  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide, 
Uninjured  and  unawed; 

While  thousands  fall  on  every  side, 
He  rests  secure  in  God. 


3  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair 
Of  love  and  truth  divine: 

0  child  of  God,  O  glory's  heir, 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine! 

4  A  hand  almighty  to  defend, 
An  ear  for  every  call. 

An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
And  heaven  to  crown  it  all ! 

Henky  F.  Lyte. 

No.  204.       Jehovah,  God. 

1  Jehovah,  God,  Thy  gracious  power 
On  every  hand  we  see; 

O  may  the  blessings  of  each  hour 
Lead  all  our  thoughts  to  Thee. 

2  If  on  the  wings  of  morn  we  speed 
To  earth's  remotest  bound, 

Thy  hand  will  there  our  footsteps  lead, 
Thy  love  our  path  surround. 

3  Thy  power  is  in  the  ocean  deeps, 
And  reaches  to  the  skies; 

Thine  eye  of  mercy  never  sleeps. 
Thy  goodness  never  dies. 

4  From  morn  till  noon — till  latest  eve. 
Thy  hand,  O  God,  we  see; 

And  all  the  blessings  we  receive, 
Proceed  alone  from  Thee. 

John  Thomson. 
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No.  205.       Take  My  Life,  and  Let  it  Be. 


Frances  R.  Havergal 
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No.  206.  Children  of  the  Heavenly  King. 

1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us  -sing; 
Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  fathers  trod; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  our  land; 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Father's  Son, 
Bids  us  undismayed  go  on 

~  4  Lord,  obediently  we'll  go. 
Gladly  leaving  all  below: 
Only  Thou  our  Leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 

John  Cennick. 

No.  207.     They  Who  Seek. 

I  They  who  seek  the  throne  of  grace. 
Find  that  throne  in  every  place; 
If  we  live  a  life  of  prayer, 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

a  In  our  sickness  or  our  health, 
In  our  want  or  in  our  wealth. 
If  we  look  to  God  in  prayer, 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

P.  P.— 18.  (193) 


3  When  our  earthly  comforts  fail, 
When  the  foes  of  life  prevail, 
'Tis  the  time  for  earnest  prayer; 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

4  Then,  my  soul,  in  every  strait 
To  thy  Father  come  and  wait; 
He  will  answer  every  prayer; 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

Oliver  Holden,  alt. 

No.  208.       Gracious  Spirit. 

1  Gracious  Spirit,  Love  Divine, 
Let  Thy  light  within  me  shine! 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove; 
Fill  me  with  Thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  Thy  pardoning  grace  to  me; 
Set  the  burdened  sinner  free; 
Lead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  God; 
Wash  me  in  His  precious  blood. 

3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart; 
Seal  salvation  on  ray  heart; 
Breathe  Thyself  into  my  breast. 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  Thee  stray; 
Keep  me  in  Thy  narrow  way; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine; 
Keep  rae.  Lord,  forever  Thine. 

John  5tock£R. 


No.  209.    Jesus,  Wherever  Thy  People  Meet. 


William  Cowper. 


(IvOUVAN.     L.  M.) 


Virgil  C.  Taylor. 


1.  Je  -  sus.  where'er  Thy  people  meet,  There  they  behold  Thy  mercy -seat; 

2.  For  Thou,  within  no  walls  confined.  Dost  dwell  with  those  of  humble  mind; 

3.  Great  Shepherd  of  Thy  chosen  few,    Thy  former  mercies    here  re-new; 

4.  Here  may  we  prove  the  pow'r  of  pray'r,  To  strengthen  faith  and  sweeten  care ; 


Where'er  they  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  found.  And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 
Such  ever  bring  Thee  where  they  come,  And,  going,  take  Thee  to  their  home. 
Here,  to  our  waiting  hearts,  proclaim  The  sweetness  of   Thy  saving  name. 
To      teach  our  faint  desires  to     rise,  And  bring  all  heav'n  before  our  eyes. 
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No.  2 JO.    O  Thoo,  Our  Saviour. 

1  OThou,our'Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Behold  a  cloud  of  incense  rise; 
The  prayers  of  saints  to  heaven  ascend, 
Grateful,  accepted  sacrifice. 

2  Regard  our  prayers  for  Zion's  peace; 

Shed  in  our  hearts  Thy  love  abroad; 
Thy  gifts  abundantly  increase; 
Enlarge,  and  fill  us  all  with  God. 

3  Before  Thy  sheep,  great  Shepherd ,  go, 

And  guide  into  Thy  perfect  will; 
Cause  us  Thy  hallowed  name  to  know ; 
The  work  of  faith  in  us  fulfil. 

4  Take  the  dear  purchase  of  Thy  blood : 

Thy  blood  shall  wash  us  white  as  snow: 
Present  us  sanctified  to  God, 
And  perfected  in  love  below. 

Charles  Wesley. 

No.  2n.  Before  Jehovah's  Throne. 

1  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 

Ye  nations  bow  with  sacred  joy ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone. 
He  can  create,  and  He  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 

M.ade  us  of  clay,and  formed  us  men, 

And  when  like  wandering  sheep  we 

strayed. 

He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 


3  We'll  crowd  Thy  gates  with  thankful 

songs, 
High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise; 
And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, 
Shall  fill  Thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

4  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command ; 

Vast  as  eternity  Thj^  love; 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  shall  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 
Isaac  Watts,  alt.  by  J.  Wesley. 

No.  in.    All  People  that  On  Earth. 

1  All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice: 
Him  serve  with  fear,  His  praise  forth  tell, 
Come  ye  before  Him,  and  rejoice. 

2  The  Lord,  ye  know,  is  God  indeed, 

Without  our  aid  He  did  us  make; 
We  are  His  flock,  He  doth  us  feed. 
And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 

3  O  enter  then  His  gates  with  praise. 

Approach  with  joy  His  courts  unto: 
Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good, 

His  mercy  is  forever  sure; 
His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 


WiLLIA.M  Kethe. 
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No.  2J3. 


John  Logan. 


Go  Forth,  Ye  Heralds. 

(MIGDOL.     L.  M.) 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Go  forth,  ye  heralds,  in  my  name.  Sweetly    the    gos- pel  trumpet  sound; 

2.  The  joy-fnl  news  to  all    im-part,And  teach  them  where  salvation    lies^. 

3.  Free-ly  from  me  ye  have  received,  Freelj^      in    love,  to    oth-ers    give; 


The  glorious  ju  -  bi-lee  proclaim.  Where'er  the  hu-man  race     is      found. 
With  care  l)ind  up  the  broken  heart,  And  wipe  tlie  tears  from  weeping  eyes. 
Thus  shall  your  doctrines  be  believed.  And,  by  your  la-bors,  sin-ners    live. 
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No.  214,  Come,  Let  Us  Tune  Our  Loftiest 
Song. 

1  Cbme,  let  us  tune  our  loftiest  song, 
And  raise  to  Christ  our  joyful  strain; 

Worship  and  thanks  to  Him  belong. 
Who  reigns,  and  shall  forever  reign. 

2  His  sovereign  power  our  bodies  made; 
Our  souls  are  His  immortal  breath; 

And  when  Hiscreaturessinned,Hebled, 
To  save  us  from  eternal  death. 

3  Burn  every  breast  with  Jesus'  love; 
Bound  every  heart  with  rapturous  joy; 

And  saints  on  earth,  with  saints  above, 
Your  voices  in  His  praise  employ. 

4  Extol  the  Lamb  with  loftiest  sor.g, 
Ascend  for  Him  our  cheerful  strain; 

Worship  and  thanks  to  Him  belong, 
Who  reigns,  and  shall  forever  reign. 
Robert  A.  West. 

No.  2J5.    I  Know  that  My  Redeemer 
Lives. 

1  I  know  that  my  Kedeemer  lives; 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives! 
He  lives,  He  lives,  who  once  was  dead; 
He  lives,  my  everlasting  Head! 

2  He  lives,  to  bless  me  with  His  love; 
He  lives,  to  plead  for  me  above; 

He  lives,  my  hungry  soul  to  feed; 
He  lives,  to  help  ia  time  of  need. 


3  He  lives,  and  grants  me  daily  breath; 
He  lives,  and  I  shall  conquer  death; 
He  lives,  my  mansion  to  prepare; 

He  lives,  to  bring  me  safely  there. 

4  He  lives,  all  glory  to  His  name: 
He  lives,  my  Saviour,  still  the  same; 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives, 

I  know  that  my  Eedeemer  lives! 

Samuel  Medley. 

No.  216.     Servants  of  God. 

1  Servants  of  God,  in  joyful  lays, 
Sing  ye  the  Lord  Jehovah's  praise; 
His  glorious  name  let  all  adore, 
From  age  to  age,  for  evermore. 

2  Blest  be  that  name,  supremely  blest, 
From  the  sun's  rising  to  its  rest; 
Above  the  heavens  Plis  power  is  known, 
Thro'  all  the  earth  His  goodness  shown. 

3  Who  is  like  God?  so  great,  so  high, 
He  bows  Himself  to  view  the  sky; 
And  yet,  with  condescending  grace, 
Looks  down  upon  the  human  race. 

4  O  then,  aloud,  in  joyful  lays, 
Sing  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  praise; 
His  saving  name  let  all  adore, 
From  age  to  age,  for  evermore. 

James  Montgomery. 
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B.  Barton. 


Walk  in  the  Light. 

(MANOAH.     C.  M.) 
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1.  Walk 

2.  Walk 

3.  Walk 

4.  Walk 


in  the  light!  so  shalt  thou  know  That  fel-low-ship  of     love, 
in  the  light!  and  thou  shalt  find  Thy  heart  made  truly  His, 
in  the  light!  and  thoushaltown  Thy  darkness  passed  a-way, 
in  the  light!  thy  path  shall  be  Peace-fnl,  ^e-rene,  and  bright: 
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His  Spir  -  it    on  -  ly  can   be-stow  Who  reigns  in  light  a  -  bove. 
Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined,  In  whom  no  darkness  is. 
Be-cause  that  light  hath  on  thee  shone  In  which  is  per-fect    day. 
For  God,  by  grace, shall  dwell  in  thee.  And  God  Himself  is    light. 
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No.  218.  My  God,  the  Spring  of  All  My 
Joys. 

1  My  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 
The  life  of  my  delights, 

The  glory  of  my  brightest  days. 
And  comfort  of  my  nights! 

2  In  darkest  shades,  if  Thou  appear, 
My  dawning  is  begun ; 

Thou  art  my  soul 's  bright  morning  star, 
And  Thou  my  rising  sun. 

3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 
With  beams  of  sacred  bliss. 

If  Jesus  shows  His  mercy  mine, 
And  whispers  I  am  His. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 
At  that  transporting  word, 

Eun  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
To  see  and  praise  my  Lord. 

No.  219.    When  All  Thy  Mercies. 

1  When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 
My  rising  soul  surveys. 

Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  O  how  can  words  with  equal  warmth 
The  gratitude  declare, 

That  glows  within  my  ravished  heart? 
But  Thou  canst  read  it  there. 


3  Through  every  period  of  my  life 
Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue; 

And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  pleasing  theme  renew. 

4  Tb rough  all  eternity  to  Thee 
A  grateful  song  I'll  raise; 

But  oh,  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  Thy  praise. 

Joseph  Addison. 

No.  220.    God  Moves  in  a  Mysterious 
Way. 

1  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 
His  wonders  to  perform ; 

He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never-failing  skill, 

He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 
And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take: 
The  clouds  ye  so  mnch  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  Him  for  His  grace; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

William  Cowper. 


(196) 


No.  221. 


Forever  Here  My  Rest. 


Charles  Wesley. 
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1.  For  -  ev  -   er  here     my  rest  shall  be,  Close    to   Thy  bleed -ii.j!;  side; 

2.  My      dy  -  ing   Sav  -  iour,  and  my   God,  Fountaiu  tor    guilt  and  sin, 

3.  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  Thine  own ;  Wash  me,and  mine  Thou  art ; 

4.  Th' atonement    of    Thy  blood  ap -pi v,  Till  faith    to    sight  improve; 
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This    all   my  hope,  and  all     my  plea,  "For  me        the  Sav -iour  died." 

Sprinkle    me  ev  -  er   with  Thy  blood.  And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

Wash  me,  but  not    my   feet       a  -  lone,  My  hands,    my  head,  my  heart. 

Till  hope   in  full    fru  -    i  -  tion  die,  And    all         my  soul   be  love. 
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No.  222.  O  for  a  Heart  to  Praise. 

1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free! 

A  heart  that  always  feels  Thy  blood, 
So  freely  spilt  for  me! 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 
My  great  Redeemer's  throne; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak. 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 
Believing,  true,  and  clean, 

Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within! 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed. 
And  full  of  love  divine; 

Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 

Charles  Wesley. 

No.  223.  Come»  Humble  Sinner. 

1  Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  revolve. 

Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed, 
And  make  this  last  resolve: — 

2  III  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 
Like  mountains  round  me  close; 

I  know  His  courts,  I'll  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 


3  Perhaps  He  w  ill  admit  my  plea. 
Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 

But,  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 
And  perish  only  there. 

4  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go; 
I  am  resolved  to  try; 

For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  forever  die. 

Edmund  Jones. 

No.  224.    Jesus,   Thine   All- Victorious 
Love. 

1  Jesus,  Thine  all-victorious  love 
Shed  in  my  heart  abroad: 

Then  shall  my  feet  no  longer  rove, 
Rooted  and  fixed  in  God. 

2  O  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 
Might  now  begin  to  glow, 

Burn  up  the  dro.ss  of  base  desire 
And  make  the  mountains  flow! 

3  Othat  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 
And  all  my  sins  consume! 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  Thee  1  call; 
Spirit  of  burning,  come! 

4  Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart; 
Illuminate  my  soul; 

Scatter  thy  life  through  every  part, 
And  sanctify  the  whole. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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No.  225.      From  All  that  Dwell  Below  the  Skies. 


Isaac  Watts. 


(DUKR  STREET.     L,.  M.) 


John  Hatton. 


1.  From  all  that  dwell  be-low     the  skies   Let  the  Cre-  a  -  tor's  praise  a  -  rise; 

2.  E-ter-nalare  Thy  mer  - cies,  Lord ;  E-ter-nal  truth  attends  Thy  word: 

3.  Your  loft-y  tliemes,  ye  mor  -  tals,bring;  lu  songs  ofpraisedi  -  vine-ly  sing; 

4.  In    ev-'ry  laud  be  -  gin    the  song;  To  ev-'ry  land  the  strains  be-long: 


Let  the  Re-deemer's  name  be  sung,  Thro' ev'ry  land,    by    ev-'ry  tongue. 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 
The  great  sal-va-tion  loud  proclaim,And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name. 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voi  -  ces  raise,  And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 
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No.  226.  Of  Htm  Who  Did  Salvation 

Bring. 
1  Of  Him  who  did  salvation  bring, 

1  could  forever  think  and  sing; 
Arise,  ye  needy, — He'll  relieve; 

^ Arise,  ye  guilty, — He'll  forgive. 

2  Ask  but  His  grace,  and  lo!  'tis  given; 
Ask,  and  He  turns  your  hell  to  heaven: 
Though  sin  and  sorrow  wound  my  soul, 
Jesus,  Thy  balm  will  make  it  whole. 

3  To  shame  our  sins  He  blushed  in  blood; 
He  closed  His  eyes  to  show  us  God: 
Let  all  the  world  fall  down  and  know 
That  none  but  God  such  love  can  show. 

4  Insatiate  to  this  spring  I  fly; 
I  drink,  and  .yet  am  ever  dry; 

Ah!  who  against  Thy  charms  is  proof? 
Ah !  who  that  loves,  can  love  enough? 
Bernard  of  Clairvaux.  Tr.  by  A.  W.  Boehm. 

No.  227.     Jesus  ShaU  Reign. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run; 

His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  From  north  to  south  the  princes  meet, 
To  pay  their  homage  at  Mis  feet; 
While  western  empires  own  their  Lord, 
And  savage  tribes  attend  His  word. 
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3  To  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head ; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

4  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 

Isaac  Watts. 

No.  228.     Happy  the  Man. 

1  Happy  the  man  who  finds  the  grace, 
The  blessing  of  (iod's  chosen  race, 
The  wisdom  coming  from  above. 

The  faith  that  sweetly  works  by  love. 

2  Wisdom  divine!  who  tells  the  price 
Of  wisdom's  costly  merchandise? 
Wisdom  to  silver  we  prefer, 

And  gold  is  dross  compared  to  her. 

3  Her  hands  are  filled  with  length  of  days, 
True  riches,  and  immortal  praise; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness. 
And  all  her  flowery  paths  are  peace. 

4  Happy  the  man  who  wisdom  gains; 
Thrice  happy,  who  His  guest  retains; 
He  owns,  and  shall  forever  own. 
Wisdom,  and  Christ,and  heaven,  are  one. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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No*  229.     When  I  Survey  the  Wondrous  Cross. 

(UUCHARIST.     L.  M.) 
Isaac  Watts.  Isaac  Bakek  Woodburv. 

^  -^ 

1.  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross    On  which  the  Prince  of  Glo  -  ry  died, 

2.  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast,  Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 

3.  See,  from  His  head.  His  hands,  His  feet,  Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 

4.  Werethe  whole  realm  of  nature  mine,  That  were  a  present    far   too  small; 
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My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss,  And  pour  con-tempt  on  all    my  pride. 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most,  I  sac-ri-fice  them     to    His  blood. 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet,  Or  thorns  compose  .so  rich     a  crown? 

Love  so  a-maz-ing,  so      di  -  vine.  Demands  my  soul,   my  life,  my    all. 


Ill 


No.  230. 1  Thirst,  Thou  Wounded  Lamb. 

1  I  thirst,  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  Thy  cleansing  blood; 
To  dwell  within  Thy  wounds;  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain, 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  Thee: 

Seal  Thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

3  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  .sheltered  in  Thy  bleeding  side! 
Who  thence  tiieir  life  and  strength  derive. 
And  by  Thee  move,  and  in  Thee  live. 

4  Hence  our  hearts  melt,  our  eyes  o'erflow. 
Our  words  are  lost,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside, 
"My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified." 

NicoLAUs  L.  ZiNZENDORF.  Tf.  by  J.  Wesley. 

No.  23J.     God  Calling  Yet. 

1  God  calling  yet!  shall  I  not  hear? 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear? 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  fly. 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie? 

2  God  calling  yet!  shall  I  not  rise? 
Can  I  His  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  His  kind  care  repay? 
He  calls  me  still ;  can  I  delay? 


3  God  calling  yet!  and  shall  He  knock, 
And  I  my  heart  the  closer  lock? 

He  still  is  waiting  to  receive, 
And  shall  I  dare  His  Spirit  grieve? 

4  God  calling  yet!  I  cannot  stay; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay: 
Vain  world,  farewell!  from  thee  I  part; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart. 

Tr.  Jane  Borthwick. 

No.  232.       'Tis  Midnight. 

1  'Tis  midnight;  and  on  Olive's  brow 

The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone : 
'Tis  midnight;  in  the  garden,  now, 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'Tis  midnight;  and  from  all  removed. 

The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears; 
E'en  that  disciple  whom  He  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

3  'Tis  midnight;  and  for  others'  guilt 

The  Man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood; 
Yet  He  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt 
Is  not  forsaken  by  His  God. 

4  'Tis midnight;  and  from  ether-plains 

Is  borne  the  .song  that  angels  know ; 
Unheard  l)y  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 

WiLLiAm  B.  Tappan. 
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No.  233.  Revive  Thy  Work.     S.  M. 


Albert  Midlane. 


H.  G.   N-CGELI. 


Re  -  vive  Thy  work,  O  Lord,  Thy  migh  -  ty  arm  make  bare; 
Re  -  vive  Thy  woik,  O  Lord,  Cre  -  ate  soul  -  thirst  for  Thee; 
Re  -   vive        Thy     work,       O      l,ord.      Ex    -    alt         Thy       pre  -  cious  name; 


Speak  with    the      voice   that    wakes  the     dead.  And    make  Thy    peo  -  pie    hear. 

And      huii-g'riiig     for        tlie      Bread    of       life,      Oh,     may    our     spir  -  its       be! 

And     by_      the       Ho    -    ly       Ghost  our      love      For     Thee   and    Thine  in  -  fiame. 


No.  234.     Blest  Be  the  Tie.  ' 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers: 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part. 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart. 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

John  Fawcett. 


No.  235.    A  Charge  to  Keep  I  Have, 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  .serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil, — 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  Thy  sight  to  live; 
And  oh.  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely. 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Boylston.    S.  M. 


Lowell  Mason. 


No.  236.    And  Can  I  Yet  Delay. 

1  And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  littleall  to  give? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 
For  Jesus  to  receive? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield! 

I  can  hold  out  no  more; 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled. 
And  own  Thee  conqueror! 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake-; 

My  friends,   my  all,  resign- 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  O  take. 
And  seal  me  ever  Thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole. 

Nor  hence  again  remove: 
Settle  and  fix  my  wav'ring  soul 
With  all  Thy  weight  of  love. 

Charles  Weslev. 
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No.  237.  Mourn  for  the  Thousands  Slain. 

1  Mourn  for  the  thousands  slain. 

The  youthful  and  the  strong; 
Mourn  for  the  wine-cup's  fearful  reign, 
And  the  deluded  throng. 

2  Mourn  for  the  ruined  soul — 

Eternal  life  and  light 
Lost  by  the  fiery,  maddening  bowl. 
And  turned  to  hopeless  night. 

3  Mourn  for  the  lost;— but  call 

Call  to  the  strong,  the  free; 
Rouse  them  to  shun  that  dreadful  fall. 
And  to  the  refuge  flee. 

4  Mourn  for  the  lost;— but  pray, 

Pray  to  our  God  above. 
To  break  the  fell  de,stroj'er's  sway. 
And  show  His  saving  love. 


No.  238.       '   Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Come. 


Benjamin  Beddo.me. 


(STATE  ST.    S.  M.) 


Jonathan  Call  Woodman. 
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1.  Come,     Ho  -  ly     Spir  -   it,     come,    With      en  -  er  -  gy      di  -  vine, 

2.  From     the    ce  -  les  -   tial      hills     Light,   life,  and  joy    dis-pense; 

3.  O  melt  this    fro  -  zen      heart.  This    stubborn  will    sub  -  due; 

4.  The      prof- it      will      be      mine.   But     Thine  shall  be      the     praise; 
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be  -  nighted  soul  With  beams  of  mer  -  cy     shine. 
■  ly,  hour-ly,  feel   Thy  quick 'ning  in  -  flu  -  ence. 
sion      o  -  ver-corae,  And  form  me  all        a  -   new. 
will      I    de  -  vote    The  remnant  of        my  days. 
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And     on  this  poor, 
And  may  I,    dai 
Each    e  -  vil  pas  - 
Cheer-ful  to  Thee 
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No.  239.  My  Times  Are  In  Thy  Hand. 

1  "My  times  are  in  Thy  hand:" 

My  God,  I  wish  them  there; 
My  life,  my  friends,  my  soul,  I  leave 
Entirely  to  Thy  care. 

2  "My  times  are  in  Thy  hand, " 

Whatever  they  may  be; 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright. 
As  best  may  seem  to  Thee. 

3  "My  times  are  in  Thy  hand;" 

Why  should  I  doubt  or  fear? 
My  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 

4  "My  times  are  in  Thy  hand;" 

I'll  always  trust  in  Thee: 
And,  after  death,  at  Thy  right  hand 
I  shall  forever  be. 

W.  F.  Lloyd. 

No.  240.  Gracel  'Tis  a  Charming  Sound. 

1  Grace!  'tis  a  charming  sound. 

Harmonious  to  the  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 


3  Grace  taught  my  roving  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4. Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  our  praise. 

P.  Doddridge. 

No.  241.  My  Soul,  Be  On  Thy  Guard. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  O  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down: 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done> 
Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ; 
He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
To  His  divine  abode. 

G.  Heath. 
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No.  242.     Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove. 

(ST.  MARTIN'S.     C.  M.) 


Isaac  Watts. 


William  Tansur. 
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1.  Come,  Ho    -    ly    Spir  -it,  heav'nly  Dove,  With  all  Tby  quickening  powers; 

2.  Look  how     we    grov  -el  here    be -low,   Fond  of  these  earthly   toys; 

3.  In       vain     we    tune    our  form  -  al  songs,  In      vain   we  strive  to  rise; 

4.  Fa   -  ther,    and  shall     we      ev   -  er    live     At      this  poor   dy-ingrate, 

5.  Come,  Ho    -  ly    Spir  -  it,  heav'nly  Dove,  With  all  Thy  quickening  powers; 


S: 


A   • 


#-#-r(2 


\=- 


i 


i=^ 


Kin-die  a  flame  of  sa  -  cred  love  In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 
Our  souls,  how  heav  -i  -  ly  they  go.  To  reach  e  -  ter-nal  joys. 
Ho  -  san-nas       lan-guish    on      our  tongues.  And  our  de  -  vo-tion  dies. 

faint,    so    cold     to      Thee,  And  Thine  to   us    so  great? 

broad  a      Sav-iour's    love,  And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 
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Come,  shed  a 
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No.  243.        Spirit  Divine. 

1  Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayer, 

And  make  our  hearts  Thy  home; 
Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  power: 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come! 

2  Come  as  the  light:  to  us  reveal 

Our  sinfulness  and  woe; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

3  Come  as  the  fire,  and  purge  our  hearts, 

Like  sacrificial  flame: 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  ofi'ering  be 
To  our  Kedeemer's  name. 

4  Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayer. 

And  make  our  hearts  Thy  home; 
Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  power: 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come! 

Andrew  Reed. 


No.  244.    Come,  Holy  Ghost. 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire; 

Let  us  Thine  influence  prove; 
Source  of  the  old  prophetic  fire, 
Fountain  of  life  and  love. 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost, for  moved  by  Thee 

The  prophets  wrote  and  spoke, 
Unlock  the  truth,  Thyself  the  key; 
Unseal  the  sacred  book. 

3  Expand  Thy  wings,  celestial  Dove, 

Brood  o'er  our  nature's  night; 
On  our  disordered  spirits  move, 
And  let  there  now  be  light. 

4  God,  through  Himself,  we  then  shall  know, 

If  Thou  within  us  shine; 
And  sound,  with  all  Thy  saints  below, 
The  depths  of  love  divine. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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No.  245.        Am  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Cross. 


Isaac  Watts. 


(ARLINGTON.     C.  M.) 


Thos.  a.  Arne. 
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1.  Am     I       a    sol  -  dier 

2.  Must  I      be  car  -  ried 

3.  Are  there  no  foes    for 

4.  Sure  I   must  fight,  if 
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of  the  cross,  A  foU'werof  the 
to  the  skies  On  flow'ry  beds  of 
me  to  face?  Must  I  not  stem  the 
I  would  reign;  In-creasemy  courage, 


-#-H2- 


Lamb, 
ease, 
flood? 
Lord; 


:H=^: 


1= 


-«-- 


■&- 


±1 


g 


And  shall   I  fear       to    own  His  cause,  Or  blush  to  speak  His    name? 
While  oth-ers  fought  to    win   the  prize,  And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 
Is      this  vile  world    a  friend   to  grace.  To  help  nie  on         to       God? 
I'll    bear  the  toil,      en  -  dure  the  pain,   Sup-ported  by      Thy    word. 
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No.  246.    I'm  Not  Ashamed  to  Own 
My  Lord. 

1  I'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 

Or  to  defend  His  cause; 
Maintain  the  honor  of  His  word, 
The  glory  of  His  cross. 

2  Jesus,  my  God!  I  know  His  name; 

His  name  is  all  my  trust; 
Nor  will  He  put  my  soul  to  shame. 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 

3  Firm  as  His  throne  His  promise  stands, 

And  He  can  well  secure 
What  I've  committed  to  His  hands, 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

4  Then  will  He  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  His  Father's  face, 

And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 

Isaac  Watts. 

No.  247.  Come,  Let  Us  Who  In  Christ. 

1  Come,  let  us  who  in  Christ  believe, 

Our  common  Saviour  praise: 
To  Him  with  joyful  voices  give 
The  glory  of  His  grace. 

2  He  now  stands  knocking  at  the  door 

Of  ever)'  sinner's  heart: 
The  worst  need  keep  Him  out  no  more, 
Nor  force  Him  to  depart. 


3  Through  grace  we  hearken  to  Thy  voice, 

Yield  to  be  saved  from  sin ; 
In  sure  and  certain  hope  rejoice, 
That  Thou  wilt  enter  in. 

4  Come  quickly  in,  Thou  heavenly  Guest, 

Nor  ever  hence  remove; 
But  sup  with  us,  and  let  the  feast 
Be  everlasting  love. 

Chas.  Wesley. 

No.  248.     Come,  Ye  that   Love   the 
Saviour's  Name. 

1  Come,yethat  love  the  Saviour's  name. 

And  joy  to  make  it  known, 
The  Sovereign  of  your  hearts  proclaim, 
And  bow  before  His  throne. 

2  Behold  your  Lord, your  Master, crowned 

With  glories  all  divine; 
And  tell  the  wondering  nations  round 
How  bright  those  glories  shine. 

3  When,  in  His  earthly  courts,  we  view 

The  glories  of  our  King, 
We  long  to  love  as  angels  do. 
And  wish  like  them  to  sing. 

4  And  shall  we  long  and  wish  in  vain? 

Lord,  teach  our  songs  to  rise: 
Thy  love  can  animate  the  strain, 
And  bid  it  reach  the  skies. 

Anne  Steele. 
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Stand  Up  for  Jesus! 


George  Duffield,  Jr. 


D.  S.-Till     ev  -    'ry    foe 


van  ■  quished,  And  Christ  is     Lord     in  -  deed. 


D.  S. 
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From  vie  -  fry     un  -   to       vie   -    fry     His       ar   -    my      He     shall      lead, 
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2  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  g^ospel  armor. 

And,  watching  unto  prayer,' 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

3  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

No.  250.    The  Morning  Light. 

I  The  morning  light  is  breaking; 
The  darkness  disappears; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 
To  penitential  tears: 


Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar. 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love. 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation. 

Pursue  thine  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come!" 

Samuel  F.  Smith. 


No.  251. 


Thomas  Ken. 


Praise  God. 

(OI,D  HUNDRED.     L.  M.) 


Louis  Bourgeois. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  bless-ings  flow;  Praise  Him,  all  crea-tures  here  be  -  low; 


J=pf 


^^^E^ 


1 — r 


j^ 


-^ 


0^ 


§ 


r3^^^3^z 


^=^ 


Praise  Him   a  -  bove,   ye    heav'n-ly    host;  Praise  Fa- ther,  Son,    and    Ho  -  IvGhost. 
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Titles  in  small  caps.     First  lines  in  Roman. 


No. 

A  Better  Time  is  Coming 175 

A  Charge  to  Keep  I  Have 235 

A  Home  in  My  Heart  for  Jesus 31 

Abide  With  Me 85 

Alas!  and  Did  My  Saviour  Bleed?  301 

All  Hail  the  Power 65 

All  People  that  on  Earth 212 

All  to  Jesus  I  surrender 27 

Am  I  A  Soldier  op  the  Cross 245 

Amid  the  trials  which  I  meet 25 

And  Can  I  Yet  Delay 236 

Are  you  looking  forward 112 

Arise,  My  Soul,  Arise 187 

At  Evening  Time  it  Shall  be  Light    51 
Awake,  and  Sing 199 

Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic 143 

Be  a  Sunny  Christian 96 

Be  Not  Ashamed  of  Jesus  19 

Beautiful  Land  OF  Song 24 

Beautiful  Robes 78 

Before  Jehovah's  Throne 211 

Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door 86 

Behold  the  Saviour 202 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace 191 

Beulah  Land 168 

Beyond  the  gloom  and  sorrow 102 

Blessed  Assurance 173 

Blessed  be  the  Fountain  of  blood 52 

Blest  Be  the  Tie 234 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 188 

Born  in  a  manger,  lowly  and  poor 82 

By  and  by  I  know  there'll  be 64 

Cast  thy  care  upon  the  Saviour 76 

Children  op  the  Heavenly  King.  .  206 

Christ  Receiveth  Sinners 100 

Come,  contrite  one 56 

Come,  Holy  Ghost 244 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Come 2.38 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove  242 
Come,  Humble  Sinner 223 


No. 
Come,  Let  Us  Tune  Our  Loftiest.  .  214 

Come,  Let  Us  Who  In  Christ 247 

Come,  My  Soul 93 

Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast. ...       7 

Come,  Sound  His  Praise 197 

Come,  Thou  Almighty  King 137 

Come  Unto  Me 103 

Come,  Ye  Sinners,  Poor  and  Needy  151 

Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord 141 

Come,  Ye  that  Love  the  Saviour's.  248 

Day  by  day  I  trust  my  guiding 136 

Dear  Lord,  unloose  my  stammering..  156 

Depth  of  Mercy 75 

Do  Your  Very  Best  To-day 112 

Down  at  the  cross 149 

Draw  Me  Nearer 148 

Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy 43 

Faint  Not,  Doubt  Not 157 

Faith  of  Our  Fathers 186 

Far  and  near  the  fields  are 142 

Far  away  in  the  depths 104 

Far,  far  beyond  the  storms 57 

Father,  I  stretch  my  hands 91 

Following  Jesus 87 

Forever  Here  My  Rest 221 

From  All  that  Dwell  Below  the.  .  225 

Give  to  the  Winds  Thy  Fears 198 

Glad  Welcome  We  Sing 88 

Gloria  Patri 177 

Glory  be  to  the  Father 177 

Glory  to  His  Name 149 

Go  Forth,  Ye  Heralds 213 

God  be  With  You 131 

God  Calling  Yet 231 

God  is  a  Refuge 122 

God  is  With  Me 2 

God  Moves  in  a  Mysterious  Way  . .  220 

Grace  and  Glory  Day  by  Day 136 

Grace  !  'Tis  a  Charming  Sound 240 
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Gracious  Spirit 

Grieve  Not  the  Spirit 

Guide  Me,  Great  Jehovah 

Guide  me,  0  Thou  great  Jehovah 

Happt  the  Man 

Hark,  the  Voice  of  Jesus  Calling. 

Have  thy  affections  been 

He  is  So  Good  to  Me 

He  Rolls  the  Sea  Away 

He  Saves  Me  To-day 

He  Shall  Sustain  Thee 

He's  Coming  By  and  By 

His  Arm  Will  Guide  

His  Love  in  My  Soul 

His  Word  Enduketh 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy 

Holy  Spirit,  Faithful  Guide 

How  Firm  a  Foundation 

How  great  the  salvation 

How  Precious  is  the  Book 

How  Sweet  the  Name 

I  Am  Coming  to  the  Cross 

I  am  Thine,  O  Lord,  I  have 

I  am  walking  with  the  Saviour 

I  can  hear  my  Saviour  calling 

I  Cling  to  Thee 

I  Cling  to  Thee 

I  Give  My  Heart  to  Thee 

1  have  heard  of  a  land 

1  Know  that  My  Redeemer  Lives.  . 

I  love  my  blessed  Saviour 

I  Love  Thee,  I  Know 

I  love  Thee,  my  Jesus 

I  Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord 

I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story 

I  Must  Tell  Jesus 

I  Need  Thee  Every  Hour 

I  Stretch  My  Hands  to  Thee 

I  Surrender  All 

I  Thirst.  Thou  Wounded  Lamb 

I  WILL  Follow  Jesus 

I  will  Help  Thee 

I  will  not  say  to  Jesus  "Nay" 

If  Life  be  Long 

If  You  Bear  the  Cross  for  Jesus.  .. 

I'll  Follow  Where  He  Leads 

I'LL  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go 

I'll  Sing  of  His  Love 

I'll  sing  of  His  matchless  and 


No. 

208 
59 
35 
35 

338 

113 
99 

159 
73 
34 

178 

134 
38 
60 
68 

105 
79 

139 
36 
97 

194 

153 

148 

170 

13 

156 

70 

33 

90 

315 

159 

174 

174 

300 

171 

108 

47 

91 

37 

330 

13 

83 

58 

69 

150 

61 

94 

48 

48 


No. 

I'm  Going  Home  to  Glory 103 

I'm  Not  Ashamed  to  Own  My  Lord  346 

In  love's  fellowship  we  meet  you 88 

In  the  Cross  of  Christ 95 

In  the  Shadow  of  His  Wings 84 

In  the  shelter  of  the  Rock 63 

In  this  world,  where  shadows 173 

In  your  Saviour  abide 10 

Into  His  Image 13 

Is  IT  Well  with  Thy  Soul? 50 

Is  Thy  Heart  Right  with  God? 99 

It  is  Well  with  My  Soul 98 

It  may  not  be  on  the  mountain's 94 

I've  Given  My  Heart  to  Jesus 3 

I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and 168 

I've  wandered  far  away  from  God. ...     41 

Jehovah,  God 304 

Jehovah,  God,  Thy  gracious  power  . .  304 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be 136 

Jesus,  Ever  Nigh 130 

Jesus,  I  come  to  Thee 17 

Jesus,  I  live  to  Thee 193 

Jesus  is  Always  the  Same 30 

Jesus  is  Calling 33 

Jesus  is  lovingly  calling  to  thee 33 

Jesus  is  Mine 43 

Jesus  is  Passing  By 56 

Jesus  is  Precious 33 

Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  cross  169 

Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul 181 

Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  gone 34 

Jesus,  my  Saviour,  to  Bethlehem 145 

Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilot  Me 9 

Jesus  Says  So 167 

Jesus  Shall  Reign 827 

Jesus,  Thine  All-Victorious  Love.  334 
Jesus,  Where'er  Thy  People  Meet  209 

Joy  to  the  World .-  185 

Joyful,  O  joyful  are  our  hearts 101 

Just  as  I  Am 161 

Know  ye  not  the  grace  of  Jesus? 5 

Leaning  On  Jesus 134 

Leaning  On  Jesus,  Blessed  Redee.  118 
Leaning  On  the  Everlasting  Arms  184 

Let  the  Dear  Saviour  Come  In 36 

Let  the  Light  of  Heaven  Shine  In  16 
Life,  Light  and  Love  in  Jesus.  .  .  8 
Life  may  have  trial,  and  sorrow 178 
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No. 

Life  wears  a  different  face  to  me 32 

Like  a  bii-d  on  the  deep 66 

Living  in  the  Bright  Sunshine 101 

Lo !  Here  am  1 158 

Long  Thou  hast  waited 46 

Looking  This  Wat 71 

Lord,  I'm  Coming  Home 41 

Lord  Jesus,  I  long  to  be 154 

Love  Divine 109 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory 143 

Mourn  for  the  Thousands  Slain..  237 

My  Country  !    Tis  of  Thee 133 

My  Cup,  It  Runneth  O'er 44 

My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by 63 

My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee 196 

My  Father  is  rich 144 

My  God,  the  Spring  of  All 218 

My  Jesus,  As  Thou  Wilt 190 

My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee 53 

My  Saviour  First  of  All 28 

My  Saviour  is  With  Me 146 

My  Saviour's  Voice 18 

My  Shepherd 110 

My  Soul,  Be  On  Thy  Guard 241 

My  Times  are  In  Thy  Hand 339 

Near  the  Cross 169 

Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee 179 

No  Good-Byes  in  Heaven 72 

No  Night  There 176 

No,  Not  One 15 

Not  Ashamed  of  Jesus 126 


O  Could  I  Speak  the  Matchless.  . . 

O  FOR  A  Faith 

O  FOR  A  Heart  to  Praise 

O  FOR  A  Thousand  Tongues 

O  Happy  Day 

O  How  Happy  are  They 

O  the  crimson  wave,  hallelujah 

O  Thou,  Our  Saviour 

O  Thou  that  Hearest  Prayer 

O  wanderer  from  the  Saviour's  fold  . . 
Of  Him  Who  Did  Salvation  Bring. 

Oh,  hasten  now  to  Calvary's 

Oh,  spread  the  tidings 

Oh,  Worship  the  King 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks 

One  More  Day's  Work  for  Jesus.  . 

Our  Burden  Bearer 

Over  the  river  faces  I  see 


163 

195 

222 

193 

147 

155 

135 

210 

189 

68 

226 

121 

54 

21 

183 

165 

76 

71 


No. 

Pass  Me  Not 123 

Peace  like  a  river 22 

Praise  God 251 

Praise  to  my  Shepherd  King 44 

Precious  Name 37 

Resting,  Sweetly  Resting 62 

Revive  Thy  Work 233 

Revive  Us  Again 117 

Rock  of  Ages Ill 

Satisfied  with  Jesus 170 

Saviour,  Come  In  To-day 46 

Saviour !  Thy  dying  love 67 

Seeking  for  Me 145 

Servants  of  God 216 

Shall  We  Meet  Beyond  the  River?  140 

Since  I  Found  My  Saviour 32 

Soldiers  of  King  Jesus 81 

Some  Blessed  Day 166 

Some  Day 55 

55 

166 

129 

129 

39 


Some  day  .my  Saviour  I  shall  know. 

Some  day  we'll  meet 

Some  day,  when  life  and  all 

Some  Happy  Day 

Some  Sweet  Day 

Something  for  Jesus 67 

Sometime,  Somewhere 40 

Somewhere  is  waiting 45 

Soon  we'll  lay  our  burdens  down 175 

Speak  to  me  more  often  of  the 42 

Speed  the  Light 92 

Spirit  Divine 243 

Stand  Up  for  Jesus 249 

Still  with  my  Saviour 130 

Sun  of  My  Soul 127 

Sunshine  in  the  Soul 77 

Sunshine  of  Love 172 

Take  My  Life,  and  Let  It  Be  . . 205 

Take  the  name  of  Jesus  with  you 37 

Take  Up  Thy  Cross 49 

Talk  to  Me  of  Jesus 42 

Tell  Me  the  Gospel  Story 120 

Tell  me  the  story  of  Jesus  again 160 

Tell  me  the  story  sweet 120 

Tell  the  story,  tender,  sweet 162 

Tell  the  Sweet  Story , 162 

Thankful  Hearts 89 

That  Beautiful  Land 90 

The  bells  of  hope  ring  in  my  soul 124 

The  blood  of  Christ,  for  sinaers  shed..  167 
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The  Blood  op  Jesus 

The  Call  for  Reapers 

The  Child  of  a  King 

The  Comforter  has  Come 

The  Crimson  Wave  is  Flowing 

The  Cross 

The  Cross  is  Not  Greater 

The  cross,  it  standeth  fast 

The  cross  that  He  gave 

The  Duty  that  Calls  To-day 

The  Glad  Home-Gathering 

The  "Good  News"  Must  be  Told.  . . 

The  Gospel  Bells 

The  Gospel  Feast : 

The  Home-land  Shore 

The  Land  Beyond  the  Stars 

The  Land  Jost  Across  the  River.  . 

The  Lord  Answers  Prayer 

The  Lord  hath  said 

The  Lord  will  Go  Before  You 

The  Lord  will  Provide 

The  Message  of  Salvation 

The  Morning  Light 

The  New  Jerusalem 

The  Saviour  is  standing 

The  Shining  Shore 

The  still  waters  flow 

The  story  of  redeeming  love 

The  Stranger  at  the  Door 

The  struggle  here  seems  hard 

The  Throne  of  Grace 

The  Vale  of  Content 

The  way  to  heaven  will 

The  Year  of  Jubilee 

There  are  no  good-byes  in  heaven. . . . 

There  is  a  Fountain 

There  is  a  Safe  and  Secret  Place. 

There  is  no  night  there 

There's  a  glad,  happy  song 

There's  a  home  in  my  heart 

There's  a  joy  that  brightens 

There's  a  land  of  fadeless  beauty 

There's  a  message  of  salvation 

There's  a  vale  of  content 

There's  a  Wideness 

There's  Cleansing  in  the  Precious 

There's  not  a  friend 

There's  sunshine  in  my  soul  to-day. . . 

They  Who  Seek 

Thine,  Living  or  Dying 

This  Great  Salvation 


No. 

106 

142 

144 

54 

135 

116 

14 

116 

14 

45 

64 

138 

132 

7 

57 

180 

183 

128 

29 

29 

5 

4 

250 

152 

36 
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138 

86 

38 

191 

20 

87 

188 

72 

107 

203 

176 

60 

31 

24 

152 

4 

20 

115 

121 

15 

77 

207 

192 

26 


No. 
Thou  art  not  very  far 59 

Thou  Thinkbst,  Lord,  of  Me 25 

Though  joys  like  the  sunshine 50 

'Tis  Midnight 232 

'Tis  Sweet  to  Follow  Jesus 58 

To  Thee  I  Come 17 

To  the  millions  living  o'er  the 92 

Trust  and  Obey 164 

Trust,  Obey,  and  Pray 10 

Unanswered  yet?  The  prayer 40 

Upon  the  shore  of  Egypt's  sea 73 

Waiting  with  Joyful  Hearts 74 

Walk  Beside  Me 6 

Walk  in  the  Light 217 
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